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PREFACE 


Of  the  Publifher  of  the  Surreptitious 

Edition,   1735. 


WE  prefume  we  want  m  apology  to  tie  reader 
for  this  publication,  but'fome  may  be  thought 
needful  to  Mr.  Pope  :  however  he  cannot  think  our  of- 
fence fo  great  as  theirs,  whojirft  feparately  publijhed 
what  we  have  here  but  cc  Heeled  In  a  better  farm  and 
order.  As  far  the  letters  we  have  procured  tQ  be  added* 
they  fei~ve  but  to  complete,  explain,  and  fometimes  fet  in 
a  true  light,  thofe  others,  which  it  was  not  in  the 
writer's,  or  our  fower  to  recall. 

Tins  collection  hath  been  owing  to  fevtral  cabinets  : 
feme  drawn  from  theme  by  accidents,  and  others  (even 
of  thofe  to  la  dies)  voluntarily  given.  It  is  to  ine  of  that 
fex  we  are  beholden  for  the  whole  correfpondence  with 
H.  C.  efq.  which  letters  being  lent  her  by  that  gentle- 
man, Jhe  took  the  liberty  to  print ;  as  appears  by  the 
following,  which  we  Jhall  give  at  length,  both  as  it  is 
fomething  curious,  and  as  it  may  ferve for  an  apology  for 
ourfelvcs. 


A  2  r?n.. 

614532 
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To  HENRY   CROMWELL,  Efq. 

June  27,  1727. 

AFTER  fo  long  a  filence  as  the  many  and 
great  oppreffions  I  have  fighed  under  have  oo 
cafioned,  one  is  at  a  lofs  how  to  begin  a  letter  to  fo 
kind  a  friend  as  yourfelf.  But  as  it  was  always  my 
refolution,  if  Imuft  fink,  to  do  it  as  decently  (that 
is,  as  filcntly)  as  I  could  ;  fo  when  I  found  myfelf 
plunged  into  unforefeen,  and  unavordable  ruin,  I 
retreated  from  the  world,  and  in  a  manner  buried 
myfelf  in  a  difmal  place,  where  I  knew  none,  and 
rone  knew  me.  In  this  dull  unthinking  way,  I 
have  protracted  a  lingring  death  (for  life  it  cannot 
be  called)  ever  fince  you  faw  me,  fequeftred  from 
company,  deprived  of  my  books,  and  nothing  left 
to  converfc  with,  but  the  letters  of  my  dead  or  ab- 
tcnt  friends;  among  which  latter  I  always  placed 
yours,  and  Mr.  Pope's  in  the  firft  rank.  1  lent 
fomc  of  them  indeed  to  an  ingenious  perfon,  who 
was  fo  delighted  with  the  fpecimen,  that  he  impor- 
tuned me  for  a  fight  of  the  reft,  which  having  ob- 
tiiincd,  he  conveyed  them  to  the  prefs,  I  muft  not 
fay  altogether  with  my  confent,  nor  wholly  without 
it.  I  thought  them  too  good  to  be  loft  in  oblivion, 
and  had  no  caufe  to  apprehend  the  difobliging  of 
any.  The  public,  viz.  all  perfons  of  tafte  and 
judgment,  would  be  pleafcd  with  fo  agreeable  an 
amufcment;  Mr.  Cromwell  eould  not  be  angry, 
ftnce  it  was  but  juftice  to  his  merit,  to  publifh  the 
folemn  and  private  profeffions  of  love,  gratitude-, 
and  veneration,  made  him  by  fo  celebrated  an  au- 
th;xr.;  and  fincerely  Mr  Pope  ought  not  to  refent 
rfu/pul  Hcation,  fince  the  early  pregnancy  of  his  ge- 
nius w?s  no  difhonour  to  his  character.  And  yet 
had  either  of  you  been  a/ked,  common  modefty 
i  would 


SURREPTITIOUS  EDITION:  V 

would  have  obliged  you  to  refufe,  what  you  v/euld 
not  be  difpleafed  with,  if  done  without  your  know- 
ledge. And  befides,  to  end  all  difpute,  you  had 
been  pleafed  to  make  me  a  free  gift  of  them,  to  do 
what  I  pleafed  with  them  ;  and  every  one  knows, 
that  the  perfon  to  whom  a  letter  is  addrcfled,  has  the 
fame  right  to  difpofe  of  it,  as  he  has  of  goods  pur- 
chafed  with  his  money.  I  doubt  not  but  your  ge- 
nerofity  and  honour  will  do  me  the  right,  of  own- 
ing by  a  line  that  I  came  honeftly  by  them.  I  flat- 
ter myfelf,  in  a  few  months  I  fhall  again  be  vifible 
to  the  world  ;  and  whenever  thro'  good  providence 
that  turn  mail  happen,  I  fhall  joyfully  acquaint  you 
with  it,  there  being  none  more  truly  your  obliged 
fervant,  than,  Sir, 

Your  faithful,  and 

moft  humble  Servant, 

E.  THOMAS. 

P.  S.  A  Letter,  Sir,  directed  to  Mrs.  Thomas, 
to  be  left  at  my  houfe,  will  be  fafely  tranfmitted  to 
her,  fy, 

Yours,  &c. 

E.  CURLL. 


To  Mr,  P  O  P  E. 

Epfom,  July  6,  1727. 

WHEN   thefe  letters  were  firft  printed,    I 
wondered  how  Curll  could  corhe  by  them, 
and  could  not  but  laugh  at  the  pompous  title  j  fmce 
whatever  you  wrote  to  me  was  humour,  and  fami- 
liar raillery.     As  foon  as  I  came  from  Epfom,  I 
heard  you  had  been  to  fee  me,  and  I  writ  you  a  fhort 
letter  from  Will's,  that  I  longed  to  fee  you.    Mr. 
A  3  D s, 
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D s,  about  that  time  charged  me  with  giving 

them  to  a  miftrefs,  which  I  pofitively  denied  :  not 
in  the  leaft,  at  that  time,  thinking  of  it ;  but  fome 
time  after,  finding  in  the  News  papers  Letters  from 
Lady  Packington,  Lady  Chudleigh,  and  Mr.  Nor- 
ris  to  the  fame  Sappho  or  E.  T.  i  began  to  fear  that 
I  was  guilty.  I  have  never  feen  thefe  Letters  of 
Curll's,  nor  would  go  to  his  (hop  about  them  ;  I 
have  not  fecn  this  Sappho  alias  E.  T.  thefe  feven 
years. — Her  writing,  'fhat  I  gave  ker  'em,  to  do  what 
1  would  with  'em,  is  {training  the  point  too  far.  I 
thought  not  of  it.  nor  do  I  think  fhe  did  then  ;  but 
fevere  neceflity  which  catches  hold  of  a  twig,  has 
produced  all  this ;  which  has  lain  hid,  and  forgot,  by 
me  fo  many  years.  Curll  fent  me  a  letter  laft  week, 
defiring  a  pofitive  anfwcr  about  this  matter,  but  find- 
ing I  would  give  him  none,  he  went  to  E.  X.  and 
writ  a  poftfcnpt  in  her  long  romantick  letter,  to  di- 
rect my  anfwer  to  his  houfe  ;  but  the  not  expect- 
ing an  anfwer,  fent  a  young  man  to  me,  whofe 
name,  it  feems,  is  Pattifon.  I  told  him  J  fhould 
not  write  any  thing,  but  I  believed  it  might  be  fo  as 
fhe  writ  in  her  letter.  I  am  extremely  concerned 
that  my  former  indifcretion  in  putting  them  into  the 
hands  of  this  Prctieu/f,  fhould  have  given  you  fo 
.  much  difturbai.ee  ;  for  the  laft  thing  I  fhould  do 
would  be  to  difoblige  you,  for  whom  I  have  ever 
preferred  the  greatcft  efteem,  and  fhall  ever  be,  Sir, 

Your  faithful  Friend,  and 

moft  humble  Servant, 

HENRY  CROMWELL. 


To 
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To  Mr.  P  OPE. 

Auguft  i,   1727. 

THO'  I  writ  my  long  narrative  from  Epfcm  till 
J  was  tired,  yet  was  I  not  fatisfied  ;  left  any 
doubt  fhould  rtft  tipon  your  mind.  I  could  net 
make  protections  of  my  innocence  of  a  grievous 
crime  ;  but  I  was  impatient  till  1  came  to  town,  that 
I  might  fend  you  thofe  Letters,  as  a  clear  evidence 
that  I  was  a  perfect  ftranger  to  all  their  proceeding. 
Should  I  have  protefted  againft  it,  after  the  printing, 
it  might  have  been  taken  for  an  attempt  to  decry  his 
purchase  ;  and  as  the  little  exception  you  have  taken 
has  fervcd  him  to  play  his  game  upon  us  for  thefe 
two  years,  a  new  incident  from  me  might  enable 
him  to  play  it  on  for  two  more. — The  great  value 
ftie  exprcfles  for  all  you  write,  and  her  pailion  for 
having  them,  I  believe,  was  what  prevailed  upon 
me  to  let  her  keep  them.  By  the  interval  of  twelve 
years  at  leaft,  from  her  pofleffion  to  the  time  of 
printing  them,  'tis  manifeft,  that  I  had  not  the  leaft 
ground  to  apprehend  fuch  a  defign :  but  as  people 
in  great  (traits,  bring  forth  their  hoards  of  old  gold 
and  moft  valued  jewels  ;  fo  Sappho  had  recourfe  to 
her  hid  treafure  of  Letters,  and  played  oft  not  only 
your's  to  me,  but  all  thofe  to  herfelf  (as  the  lady's 
laft  ftake)  into  the  prefs. — As  for  me,  I  hope,  when 
you  fhallcooly  confider  the  many  thoufand  instances 
of  our  being  deluded  by  the  females,  fince  that  great 
Original  of  Adam  by  Eve,  you  will  have  a  more  fa- 
vourable thought  of  the  undcfigning  error  of 

Your  faithful  Friend, 

and  humble  Servant, 
HENRY  CROMWELL. 

Ntw 


*m         P  R  E  F  A  C  E  to  the,  &c. 

New  ffjotild  our  apology  for  this  publication  be  as  ill 
rtcetvtd,  as  the  lady's  feems  to  have  been  by  the  gentle- 
men concerned ;  we  Jball  at  haft  have  Her  Comfort, 
ef  being  thanked  by  the  rejl  of  the  world.  Nor  has 
Mr.  P.  himfelf  any  great  caufe  to  think  it  much  offence 
ta  his  modtjly,  or  reflection  on  Ins  judgment ;  whe n  we 
take  care  to  infirm  the  public,  that  there  are  few  Let- 
ters of  his  in  this  collcfiion,  which  were  not  written 
tender  twenty  years  of  age  :  on  the  other  hand,  we  doubt 
vst  the  reader  will  be  much  more  furpriztd  to  find \  at 
that  early  period,  fo  tnuch  variety  of  Jlyle,  affeHlng 
fentiment,  and  jujlntfs  of  criticijm,  in  pieces  which 
eiuji  have  been  writ  in  ha/fe9  very  few  perhaps  ever 
reviewed,  and  none  intended  for  the  eye  of  the  public, 

• 
• 


CA 


— 

CATALOGUE 


OP     THE 


Surreptitious  and   Incorrect  Editions  of 
Mr.  POPE'S  LETTERS. 


LETTERS   to   Henry  Cromwell, 
Efq.  by  Mr.  Pope,  1  2mo.  Printed  for  Ed- 
mund Curl,  1727. 
[In  this  are  fcrfes,  &c.  afcribed  to  Mr.  P.  which 
were  not  his.] 

II.  Mr.  Pope's  Literary  Correfpondence  for  thirty 
years:  from  170410  1734.     Being  a  Collection 
of  Letters  which  patted  between  him  and  feveral 
eminent  perfons.     Printed  for  E.  Curl,  8°,  1  735, 
Two  editions. 

—  —  The  fame  in  duodecimo,  with  cuts.     The 
third  edition. 
[Thefe  contain  feveral  Letters  not  genuine."] 

III.  Mr.  Pope's  Literary  Correfpondence,  Vol.  II. 
Printed  for  the  fame,  8°,  1735.     [In  this  volume 
are  no  Letters  of  Mr.  Pope's,  but  a  few  of  thofe 
to  Mr.  Cromwell  reprinted;  nor  any  to  him,  but 
One  faid  to  be  Bifhop  Atterbury's,  and  another  in 
that  Bifh  op's  name,  certainly  not  his:  One  of 
two  Letters  from  St.  Omer's,  advertized  of  Mr. 
Pope,    but  which  proved  to  be  only  concerning 
him  ;    fome  fcandalous  Reflections   of  one  Le 
Neve  on  the  Legiflature,  Courts  of  Juflice,  anJ 
Churcn  of  England,  pag.  116,  117.  and  the  Di- 
vinity of  Chrift  exprefsly  denied,  in  pag.  123, 
1  24  ]    With  fame  fcandalous  Anecdotes,  and  a 
Narrative. 

—  The 
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— >•—  The  fame  in  duodecimo. 
IV.-  Mr.'Pope's  Literary  Coi refpondeitce,  Vol.  III. 
Printed  for  E.  Curl,  8°,  1735.   [In  this  \scnhone 
Letter  by  Mr.  Pope  to  the  Duchefs  of  Bucking- 
ham, which  the  pubiifher  fome  way  procured  and 
printed  againft  her  order.     It  alfo  contains  four 
,  Letters,    intitled,    Mr.  Pope's    to  Mifs  Blount, 
which  are  literally  taken  from  an  old  tranflation 
of  Voiture's  to  Mad.  Rambouillet.] 
The  fame  in  duodecimo. 

V.  Mr.  Pope's  Literary  Correfpondence,  Vol.  IV. 
Printed   by  the  fame,  contains  not  one  Letter  of 
this  Author. 

The  fame  in  duodecimo. 

VI.  Mr.  Pope's  Literary  Correfpondence,  Vol.  V. 
containing  only  one  Letter  of  Mr.  P.  and  another 
of  the  Lord  B,    with   a   fcandalous    preface   of 
Curl's,    how  he  could  come  at  more   of  their 
Letters,  8°,  printed  for  the  fame,   1736. 

VII.  Letters  of  Mr.   Pope  and   feveral    Eminent 
Perfons,  Vol.  I.  from    1)05  to    1711.     Printed 
and  fold  by  the  bookfellera  of  London  and  Weft- 
minfter,  8°,   1735. 

• The  fame,  Vol.11,  from  iyu,&c.  Print- 
ed and  fold  by  the  bookfellers  of  London  and 
Weftminfter,  8°,  1735. — The  fame  in  I2mo, 
with  a  Narrative. 

VIII.  Letters   of  Mr.  Pope    and  feveral  Eminent 
Perfons.     From  1705  to  1735-    Printed  and  fold 
by  the  bookfellers  of  London  and  Weftminfter, 
I2tno,   173". 

[This  edition  is  faid  in  the  title  to  contain 
mare  Letters  than  any  other,  but  contains  only 
Two^  faid  to  be  the  Bifliop  of  Rochefter's,  and 
printed  before  by  Curl.] 

6  IX.  Let- 
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IX.  Letters  of  Mr.  Pope  and  feveral  eminent  Per- 
fons.     From  the  year  1705  to  i  735,  Vol.  I.  and 
Vol.  II.     Printed  for  T.  Cooper,*  at  the  Globe  in 
Pater-nofter-Row,   1735,  i?mo. 
[In  this  was  inferted  the  Forged  Letter  from  the 
Bifhop  of  Rochefter,  and  fome  other  things,  un- 
known to  Mr.  Pope.] 
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PREFACE 


Prefixed  to   the  Firft  Genuine  Edition 
in  quarto,  1737. 


IF  what  is  here  offered  the  reader,  ftiould  happen 
in  any  degree  to  pleafe  him,  the  thanks  are  not 
due  to  the  author,  but  partly  to  his  friends,  and 
partly  to  his  enemies :  it  was  wholly  owing  to  the 
affeclion  of  the  former,  that  fo  many  Letters,  of 
which  he  never  kept  copies,  were  preferved  ;  and  to 
the  malice  of  the  latter,  that  they  were  produced  in 
this  manner. 

He  had  been  very  difagreeably  ufed,  in  the  pub- 
lication of  fome  Letters  written  in  his  youth,  which 
fell  into  the  hands  of  a  woman  who  printed  them, 
without  his,  or  his  corrcfpondent's  confent,  in 
1727.  This  treatment,  and  the  apprehenfion  of 
more  of  the  fame  kind,  put  him  upon  recalling  33 
many  as  he  could  from  thofe  who  he  imagined  had 
kept  any.  He  was  forry  to  find  the  number  fo  great, 
but  immediately  leflened  it  by  burn  inn;  three  parts  in 
four  of  them  :  the  reft  he  fpared,  not  in  any  prefe- 
rence of  their  fryle  or  writing-,  but  merely  as  they 
preferved  the  memory  of  fome  frfendfhips  which 
will  ever  be  dear  to  Jiim,  or  fct  in  a  true  light  fome 
matters  of  fact,  from  which  the  fcriblers  of  the 
times  had  taken  occafion  toafperfe  either  his  friends 
or  himfelf.  He  therefore  lay'd  by  the  Originals,  to- 
gether with  tliofc  of  hi;  rorrcfpondents,  and  caufcd 

ac<5py 
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a  copy  to  be  taken  to"  depofite  in  the  library  of  a 
hoble  friend  ;  that  in  cafe  either  of  the  revival  of 
flanders,  or  the  publication  of  furreptitious  Letters, 
'during  his  life  or  after,  a  proper  ufe  might  be  made 
of  them. 

The  next  year,  the  pofthumous  works  of  Mr. 
Wycherley  were  printed,  in  a  way  difreputable 
enough  to  his  memory.  It  was  thought  a  juftice  due 
to  him,  to  fhew  the  world  his  better  judgment}  and 
that  it  was  his  laft  refolution  to  have  fuppreffed  thofe 
poems.  As  fome  of  the  Letters  which  had  patted 
between  him  and  our  author  cleared  that  point,  they 
were  publifhed  in  1729,  with  a  few  marginal  notes 
added  by  a  friend. 

If  in  thefe  Letters,  and  in  thofe  which  were  print-  , 
ed  without  his  confent,  there  appear  too  much  of  a 
juvenile  ambition  of  wit,  or  affectation  of  gaiety, 
lie  may  reafonably  hope  it  will  be  confidcred  to 
•t'-'bon^  and  at  what  age,  he  was  guilty  of  it,  as  well 
as  how  foon  it  was  over.  The  reft,  every  judge  of 
writing  will  fee,  were  by  no  means  efforts  of  the 
genius,  but  emanations  of  the  heart :  and  this  alone 
may  induce  any  candid  reader  to  believe  their  pub- 
lication ah  act  of  neceffity,  rather  than  of  vanity. 

It  is  notorious,  how  many  volumes  have  been 
publifhed  under  the  title  of  his  correspondence,  with 
promifes  fHllof  more,  and  open  and  repeated  offers 
of  encouragement  to  all  perfons  who  mould  fend  any 
letters  of  his  for  the  prefs.  It  is  as  notorious  what 
methods  were  taken  to  procure  them,  even  from  the 
p'ublifher's  own  accounts  in  his  prefaces,  viz.  by 
tranfacting  with  people  in  necefiities,  *  or  of  aban- 
doned f  characters,  or  fuch  as  dealt  without  names 
in  the  £  dark.  Upon  a  quarrel  with  one  of  thefe 

*  See  the  Preface  to  Vol.  I.  of  a  Book  called  Mr. 
Pope's  Literary  Correipondence. 

\  Poftfcript  to  the  Preface  to  Vol.  IV. 
j    Narrative  and  Anecdotes  bwfore  V«l.  JI. 

VII.  a  laft, 
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laft,  he  betrayed  himfelf  fo  far,  as  to  appeal  to  th6 
public  in  Narratives  and  Advertifements :  like  that 
Ii  ifh  highwayman  a  few  years  before,  who  preferr'd 
a  bill  againft  his  companion,  for  not  fharing  equally 
in  the  money,  rings  and  watches,  they  had  traded 
for  in  partnerfliip  upon  Hounflow-heath. 

Several  have  been  printed  in  his  name  which  he 
never  writ,  and  addrefled  toperfonsto  whom  thqy 
were  never  written*  ;  counterfeited  as  from  bifhop 
Atterbury  to  him,  which- neither  that  bifhop  nor  he 
ever  faw  f  ;  and  advertized  even  after  that  period 
when  it  was  made  felony  to  correfpond  with  him. 

I  know  not  how  it  has  been  this  author's  fate, 
whom  both  his  fituation  and  his  temper  have  all  his 
life  excluded  from  rivalling  any  man,  in  any  pre- 
tcnfion,  (except  that  of  pleafing  by  poetry)  to  have 
been  as  much  afperfed  and  written  at,  as  any  Hrft 
Minifter  of  his  time :  pamphlets  and  news-papers 
have  been  full  of  him,  nor  was  it  iberc  inly  that  a 
private  man,  who  never  troubled  cither  the  world  or 
common  converfation  with  his  opinions  of  Religion 
or  Government,  has  been  reprefented  as  a  dangerous 
member  of  Society,  a  bigotted  Papift,  and  an  ene- 
my to  the  Eftablimment.  The  unwarrantable  pub- 
lication of  his  Letters -hath  at  leaft  done  him  this 
fervice,  to  fhew  he  has  conftantly  enjoyed  the  friend- 
fhip  of  worthy  men  ;  and  that  if  a  catalogue  were 
to  be  take,n  of  his  friends  and  his  enemies,  he  needs 
not  to  blufh  at  either.  Many  of  them  having  been 
written  on  the  mofl  trying  occurrences,  and  all  in 
the  opennefs  of  friendship,  arc  a  proof  what  were 
his  real  fentiments,  as  they  flowed  warm  from  th« 

*  In  Vol.  III.  Letters  from  Mr.  Pope  to  Mrs.  Blount, 
&c.'  " 

•f-  Vol.  II.  of  the  fame,  8°.  p.  20.  and  at  the  end  of 
thg  Edition  of  his  Letters  in  12°,  by  tlicr  bookiellers  of 
London  and  Weftniintlcr;  and  of  the  laft  Edition  in  12°, 
printed  for  T.  Copper,  1725. 

heart, 
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heart,  and  frefh  from  the  occafton ;  without  the  leaft 
thought  that  ever  the  world  fliould  be  witnefs  to 
them.  Had  lie  fate  down  with  a  defign  to  draw  his 
own  pi&ure,  he  could  not  have  done  it  fo  truly ;  for 
v/hoever  fits  for  it  (whether  to  himfelf  or  another) 
will  inevitably  find  the  features  more  compofed,  than 
his  appear  in  thefe  letters.  But  if  an  author's  hand, 
like  a  painter's,  be  more  diftinguiihable  in  a  flight 
fkef.ch  than  in  a  finifhed  picture,  this  very  carelc/s- 
nefs  will  make  them  the  better  known  from  fuch 
counterfeits,  as  have  been,  and  may  be  imputed  to 
him,  either  through  a  mercenary  or  a  malicious  de- 
fig  n. 

We  hope  it  is  needlefs  to  fay,  he  is  not  account- 
able for  feveral  pafTages  in  the  furreptitious  editions 
of  thofe  Letters,  which  are  fuch  as  no  man  of  com- 
mon fenfe  would  have  publifhed  himfelf.  The  er- 
rors of  the  prefs  were  almoft  innumerable,  and  could 
not  but  be  extremely  multiplied  in  fo  many  repeated 
editions,  by  the  avarice  and  negligence  of  piratical 
printers,  to  not  one  of  whom  he  ever  gave  the -leaft 
Title,  or  any  other  encouragement  than  that  of  not 
profecuting  them. 

For  the  Chafms  in  the  correfpondence,  we  had 
not  the  means  to  fupply  them,  the  Author  havin* 
deftroyed  too  many  Letters  to  preferve  any  Series. 
Nor  would  he  go  about  to  amend  them,  except  by 
the  omiffion  of  fome  paflages,  improper,  or  at  leaft 
impertinent,  to  be  divulged  to  the  publick  :  or  of 
fuch  entire  Letters,  as  were  either  not  his,  or  not 
approved  of  by  him. 

He  has  been  very  fparing  of  thofe  of  his  Friends* 
and  thought  it  a  refpe&  mown  to  their  memory,  to 
fupprefs  in  particular  fuch  as  were  moft  in  his  favour. 
As  it  is  not  to  Vanity  but  to  Friend/hip  that  he  in- 
tends this  Monument,  he  would  fave  his  enemies  the 
mortification  of  mowing  any  further  how  well  their 
Betters  have  thought  of  him  :  and  at  the  fame  time 
a  *  fecure 
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focure  from  their  cenfurc  his  living  Friends,  who 
(he  promifes  them)  {hall  never  be  put  to  the  blufti, 
this  Way  at  leaft,  for  their  partiality  to  him. 

But  however this  Collection  maybe  received,  we 
cannot  but  lament  the  Ccmfe,  and  the  NecejJ.ty   of 
fuch  a  publication,  and  heartily  wifh  nohoneft  man~ 
may  be  reduced  to  the  fame.     To  ftate  the  cafe  fairly 
in  the  prcfent  fituation.     A  Bookfeller  advertizes  his 
intention  to  publifli  your  Letters:  he  openly  pro- 
mifes encouragement,  or  even  pecuniary  rewards,  to 
thofe  who  will  help  him  to  any  ;  and  ingages  to  in- 
fcrt  whatever  they  (hall  fend.     Any  fcandal'is  fure 
of  a  reception,  and  any  enemy  who  fends  it  fcreen- 
ed  from  adifcovery.     Any  dorneftic  orfervant,  who 
can  fn;.ixh   a  letter  from  your  pocket  or  cabinet,  is 
encouraged  to   that   vile  practice.     If  the  quantity 
tails  ihort  of  a  volume,  any  thing  elfe  fhall  be  join- 
ed with  it  (more  efpecially  fcandal)  which  the  col- 
lector can  think  for  his  intereft,  all  recommended 
under  your  Name  :  you  have  not  only  Theft  to  fear, 
but  Forgery.     Any  Bookfeller,    tho'   confcious   in 
•what  manner  they  were  obtained,  not  caring  what 
may  be  the  confequence  to  your  Fame  or  Quiet,  will 
fell  and  difperfe  them   in  town  and  country.     The 
better  your  Reputation  is,  the  more  your  Name  will 
caufe  them  to   be  demanded,  and  confequently  the 
more  you  will  be  injured.     The  injury  is  of  fuch  a 
nature,  as  the  Law  (which  does  not  punifh  for  In- 
tentions) cannot  prevent ;  and  when  done,  may  pu- 
niih,  but  not  redrcfs.     You  are  therefore  reduced, 
either   to  enter   into  a  perfonal   treaty  wilh  fuch  a 
man  (which  tho'  the  readied,  is  the  meantfl  of  all 
methods)  or  to  take  fuch  other  meafures  to  fupprefs 
them,  as  are  contrary   to  your  Inclination,  or  to 
publifh  them,    as  are  contrary   to  your  Modefty. 
Otherwifc  your  Fame  and  your  Property  fuft'er  alike; 
you  are  at  once  expoftd  and  plundered.     As  an  Au- 
tbv'j  you  are  deprived  of  that  Power,  which  above 

all 
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all  others  conftitutes  a  good  one,  the  power  of  re- 
jecting, and  the  right  of  judging  for  your  felf,  what 
pieces  it  may  be  moft  ufeful,  entertaining,  or  re- 
putable to  publifh,  at  the  time  and  in  the  manner 
you  think  beft.  As  a  Man,  you  are  deprived  of 
the  right  even  over  your  own  Sentiments,  of  the 
privilege  of  every  human  creature  to  divulge  or  con- 
ceal them ;  of  the  advantage  of  your  Second  thoughts  i 
and  of  all  the  benefit  of  your  Prudence,  your  Can- 
dour, or  your  Modefty.  As  a  Member  of  Society, 
you  are  yet  more  injured  j  your  private  condudl, 
your  domeftic  concerns,  your  family  fecrets,  your 
pafftons,  your  tendernefTes,  your  weakneffes,  are 
expofed  to  the  Mifconftru6tion  or  Refentment  of 
fome,  to  the  Cenfure  or  Impertinence  of  the  whole 
world.  The  printing  private  letters  in  fuch  a  man- 
ner, is  the  worft  fort  of  betraying  Convention,  as  it 
has  evidently  the  moft  extenfive,  and  the  moft  laft- 
ing,  ill  confcquences.  It  is  the  higheft  offence 
againft  Society,  as  it  renders  the  moft  dear  and  inti- 
mate intercourfe  of  friend  with  friend,  and  the  mofl 
neceflary  commerce  of  man  with  man,  unfafe,  and 
to  be  dreaded.  To  open  Letters  is  efteemed  the 
greateft  breach  of  honour ;  even  to  look  into  them 
already  opened  or  accidentally  dropt,  is  held  an  un- 
generous, if  not  an  immoral  A&.  What  then  can 
be  thought  of  the  procuring  them  merely  by  Fraud, 
and  the  printing  them  merely  for  lucre  ?  We  cannot 
but  conclude  every  honeft  man  will  wifh,  that,  if 
the  Laws  have  as  yet  provided  no  adequate  remedy, 
one  at  leaft  may  be  found,  to  prevenc  fo  great  and 
growing  an  evil. 
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TO    AND    FROM 

Mr.    W  Y  C  H  E  R  L  E  Y  *. 
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LETTER    I. 

Binfield  inWindforForeft,  Dec.  26,  1704  •{-. 

IT  was  certainly  a  great  fatisfac-Hon  to  me  to  fee 
and  converfe  with  a  Man,  whom  in  his  writ- 
ings I  had  fo  long  known  with  pleafure  ;  but  it 
was  a  high  addition  to  it,  to  hear  you,   at  our 
very  firit  meeting,  doing  juftice  to  your  dead  friend 
Mr.  Dryden.     1  was  not  fo  happy  as  to  know  him  : 

*  If  one  were  to  judge  of  this  fet  of  Letters  by  the  man- 
ner of  thinking  and  turn  of  expreffion,  one  ihould  con- 
clude they  had  been  all  mil  titled ;  and  that  the  letters 
given  to  the  boy  of  fixteen,  were  written  by  the  man  of 
ieventy,  and  fo  on  the  contrary  :  fuch  fober  fenfe,  fuch 
gravity  of  manners,  and  fo  much  judgment,  and  know- 
ledge of  compofuion,  enlivened  with  the  fprightlinefs  of 
manly  wit,  diitinguim  thofe  of  Mr.  Pope  :  while,  on  the 
other  hand,  a  childifh  jealoufy,  a  pueri^affectation,  an 
attention  and  lying  at  catch  for  turns  and  points,  toge- 
ther with  a  total'  ignorance  of  order,  of  method,  and  of 
all  relation  of  the  parts  to  one  another  to  compofe  a  rea- 
fonable  whole,  make  up  the  character  of  thofe  of  Mr. 
Wycherley. 

•f-  The  author's  Age  then  Sixteen.  P. 

VOL.  If.  B  J'irgUinm 
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Virgilium  tantum  vidi  *.  Had  I  been  born  early 
enough,  I  muft  have  known  and  lov'd  him  :  For  I 
have  been  afiured,  not  only  by  yourfelf,  but  by  Mr. 
Congreve  and  Sir  William  Trumbul,  that  his  per- 
Ibnal  Qualities  were  as  amiable  as  his  Poetical,  not- 
withftanding  the  many  libellous  mifreprefentations 
of  them,  againft  which  the  former  of  thefe  Gentle- 
men has  told  me  he  will  one  day  vindicate  him  f. 
I  fuppofe  thofe  injuries  were  begun  by  the  violence 
of  Party,  but  'tis  no  doubt  they  were  continued  by 
envy  at  his  fuccefs  and  fame  J :  And  thofe  Scriblers 
who  attacked  him  in  his  latter  times,  were  only  like 
gnats  in  a  fummer's  evening,  which  are  never  very 
troublefome  but  in  the  fineft  and  moft  glorious  fea- 
fon ;  for  his  fire,  like  the  fun's,  finned  cleareft  to- 
wards its  fetting. 

You  muft  not  therefore  imagine,  that  when  you 
told  me  my  own  performances  were  above  thofe 
Critics,  I  was  fo  vain  as  to  believe  it  ;  and  yet  I 
may  not  be  fo  humble  as  to  think  myfelf  quite  be- 
low their  notice.  For  critics,  as  they  are  birds  of 
prey,  have  ever  a  natural  inclination  to  carrion : 
and  tho'  fuch  poor  writers  as  I  are  but  beggars,  no 
beggar  is  fo  poor  but  he  can  keep  a  cur,  and  no  au- 
thor is  fo  beggarly  but  he  can  keep  a  critic.  I  am 
far  from  thinking  the  attacks  of  fuch  people  either 
any  honour  or  dimonour  even  to  me,  much  lefs  to 
Mr.  Drydcn,  I  agree  with  you,  that  whatever  lefler 

*  When  a  very  young  Boy,  he  prevailed  with  a  friend 
to  carry  him  to  a  Coffee-houie  which  Dryden  frequented  ; 
\vhcrc  he  had  the  fatisfaftion  he  fpeaks  of. 

f  He  fince  did  fo,  in  his  dedication  to  the  Duke  of 
Newcaftle,  preiix'd  to  the  duodecimo  Edition  of  Dryden's 
Plays,  1717.  P. 

|  The  fad  feems  to  have  been  juft  the  reverfe.  One 
of  the  firft  Satires  againft  him  was  the  Duke  of  Bucking- 
ham's Relenrfal ;  and  one  of  the  laft,  Montague's  paro- 
dy of  his  Hind  and  Panther. 

Wits 
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Wits  haverifen  fince  his  death,  are  but  like  flars  ap- 
pearing when  the  fun  is  fet,  that  twinkle  only  in  his 
abfence,  and  with  the  rays  they  have  borrowed  from 
him.  Our  wit  (as  you  call  it)  is  but  reflection  or 
imitation,  therefore  fcarce  to  be  called  ours.  True 
Wit,  I  believe,  may  be  defined  a  juftnefs  of  thought, 
and  a  facility  of  exprefiion  ;  or  (in  the  midwives 
phrafe)  a  perfect  conception,  with  an  eafy  delivery  *. 
However,  this  is  far  from  a  complete  definition  ; 
pray  help  me  to  a  better  f,  as,  I  doubt  not,  you  can. 

I  am,  &c. 


LETTER    II. 
From  Mr.  WYCHERLEY. 

Jan.  25,  1704-5. 

I  Have  been  fo  bufy  of  late  in  correcting  and  tran- 
fcribing  fome  of  my  madrigals  for  a  great  man 
or  two  who  defired  to  fee  them,  that  I  have  (with 
your  pardon)  omitted  to  return  you  an  anfwer  to 
your  moft  ingenious  letter :  fo  fcriblers  to  the  public, 
like  bankers  to  the  public,  are  profufe  in  their  vo- 
luntary loans  to  it,  whilft  they  forget  to  pay  their 
more  private  and  particular,  as  more  juft  debts,  to 
their  beft  and  neareft  friends.  However,  I  hope, 
you  who  have  as  much  good-nature  as  good  fenfe 
(fmce  they  generally  are  companions  J)  will  have 

*  This  is  no  definition  of  wit  at  all,  but  of  good 
writing  in  general. 

f  Mr.  Locke  had  given  a  better.  But  his  Eflay  was 
a  work  our  young  Poet  did  not  then  relifh.  He  had 
met  with  it  early  ;  but  he  ufcd  to  fay,  it  was  quite  in- 
fipid  to  him. 

J  Good  nature  and  goed  fexft  generally  are  companions, 
yet  wit  and  humanity  feldom  accompany  each  other.  But 
they  might  keep  company  or  not,  juft  as  they  pleafed, 
for  the  author  was  gone  in  fcarch  of  Wittici/ms. 

B  2  patience 
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patience  with  a  debtor  who  has  an  inclination  to  pay 
you  his  obligations,  if  he  had  wherewithal  ready 
about  him  ;  and  in  the  mean  time  mould  confider, 
when  you  have  obliged  me  beyond  my  prefent  pow- 
er of  returning  the  favour,  that  a  debtor  may  be 
an  honeft  man,  if  he  but  intends  to  be  juft -when  he 
is  able,  tho'  late.  But  I  mould  be  lefs  juft  to  you, 
the  more  I  thought  I  could  make  a  return  to  fo  much 
profufenefs  of  Wit  and  Humanity  together;  which 
tho'  they  feldom  accompany  each  other  in  other 
men,  are  in  you  fo  equally  met,  I  know  not  in 
which  you  moft  abound.  But  fo  much  for  my  opi- 
m'on  of  you,  which  is,  that  your  Wit  and  Ingenuity 
is  equalled  by  nothing  but  your  Judgment,  or  Mo- 
defty,  which  (tho'  it  be  to  pleafe  myfelf)  I  muft  no 
more  offend,  than  I  can  do  either  right. 

Therefore  I  will  fay  no  more  now  of  them,  than 
that  your  good  wit  never  forfeited  your  good  judg- 
ment, but  in  your  partiality  to  me  and  mine ;  fo  that 
if  it  were  poflible  for  a  hardened  fcribler  to  be  vain- 
er than  he  is,  what  you  write  of  me  would  make 
me  more  conceited  than  what  I  fcrible  myfelf :  yet, 
I  muft  confefs,  I  ought  to  be  more  humbled  by  your 
praife  than  exalted,  which  commends  my  little  fenfe 
with  fo  much  more  of  yours,  that  I  am  difparaged  and 
difheartened  by  your  commendations ;  who  give  me 
an  example  of  your  wit  in  the  firft  part  of  your  let- 
ter, and  a  definition  of  it  in  the  laft;  to  make 
writing  well  (that  is,  like  you)  more  difficult  to 
me  than  ever  it  was  before.  Thus  the  more  great 
and  juft  your  example  and  definition  of  wit  are,  the 
lefs  I  am  capable  to  follow  them.  Then  the  beft 
way  of  mewing  my  judgment,  after  having  feen  how 
you  write,  is  to  leave  off  writing  ;  and  the  beft 
way  to  (hew  my  friendfhip  to  you,  is  to  put  an  end 
to  your  trouble,  and  to  conelu.de 

Yours,  &c. 

LET* 
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LETTER    III. 

March  25,    1705. 

WHEN  I  write  to  you,  I  forefee  a  long  let- 
ter, and  ought  to  beg  your  patience  before- 
hand ;  for  if  it  proves  the  longeft,  it  will  be  of 
courfe  the  worft  1  have  troubled  you  with.  Yet  to 
exprefs  my  gratitude  at  large  for  your  obliging  letter, 
is  not  more  my  duty  than  my  intereftj  as  fome 
people  will  abundantly  thank  you  for  one  piece  of 
kindnefs,  to  put  you  in  mind  of  beftowing  another. 
The  more  favourable  you  are  to  me,  the  more  di- 
ftin&ly  I  fee  my  faults  :  Spots  and  blemifhes,  you 
know,  are  never  fo  plainly  difcovered  as  in  the 
brighteft  funfhine.  Thus  I  «m  mortified  by  thofe 
commendations  which  were  defigned  to  encourage 
me  :  for  praife  to  a  young  wit,  is  like  rain  to  a  ten- 
der flower  j  if  it  be  moderately  beftowed,  it  chears 
and  revives ;  but  if  too  laviflily,  overcharges  and 
deprefTes  him.  Moft  men  in  years,  as  they  are  ge- 
nerally difcouragers  of  youth,  are  like  old  trees, 
that,  being  paft  bearing  themfelves,  will  fuffer  no 
young  plants  to  flourifh  beneath  them  :  but,  as  if  it 
were  not  enough  to  have  out-done  all  your  coevals 
in  wit,  you  will  excel  them  in  good-nature  too. 
As  for  *  my  green  eflays,  if  you  find  any  pbafure 
in  them,  it  muft  be  fuch  as  a  man  naturally  takes  in 
obferving  the  firft  moots  and  buddings  of  a  tree 
which  he  has  raifed  himfelf  :  and  'tis  impoflible  they 
mould  be  efteemed  any  otherwife,  than  as  we  value 
fruits  for  being  early,  which  neverthelefs  are  the  moft 
infipid,  and  the  worft  of  the  year.  In  a  word,  I 
mull  blame  you  for  treating  me  with  fo  much  com- 
pliment, which  is  at  beft  but  the  fmoke  of  fiiend- 
fhip.  I  neither  write,  nor  converfe  with  you,  to 

*  His  Paltorals,  written  at  fixtecn  years  of  age. 

B  3  gain 


6  LETTERS    TO    AND 

gain  your  praife,  but  your  Affection.  Be  fo  much 
my  friend  as  to  appear  my  enemy,  and  tell  me  my 
faults,  if  not  as  a  young  Man,  at  leaft  as  an  un- 
experienced Writer. 

I  am,  &c. 


LETTER    IV. 
From  Mr.  WYCHERLEY. 

March  29,   1705. 

YOUR  letter  of  the  twenty-fifth  of  March  I 
have  received,  which  was  more  welcome  to 
me  than  any  thing  could  be  out  of  the  country,  tho' 
it  were  one's  rent  due  that  day;  and  I  can  find  no 
fault  with  it,  but  that  it  charges  me  with  want  of 
fincerily,  orjuftice,  for  giving  you  your  due  ;  who 
fhould  not  let  your  inodelty  be  fo  unjuft  to  your  me- 
rit, as  to  reject  what  is  due  to  it,  and  call  that  com- 
pliment, which  is  fo  fhort  of  your  defert,  that  it  is 
rather  degrading  than  exalting  you.  But  if  compli- 
ment be  the  fmoke  only  of  friendfhip  (as  you  fay) 
however,  you  muft  allow  there  is  no  fmoke  but  there 
is  fome  fire  ;  and  as  the  facrifice  of  incenfe  offered 
to  the  Gods  would  not  have  been  half  fo  fweet  to 
Others,  if  it  had  not  been  for  its  fmoke  ;  fo  friend- 
fhip, like  love,  cannot  be  without  fome  incenfe,  to 
perfume  the  name  it  would  praife  and  immortalize. 
But  fince  you  fay  you  do  not  write  to  me  to  gain  my 
praife,  but  my  affection,  .pray  how  is  it  poffible  to 
have  the  one  without  the  other  ?  we  muft  admire  be- 
fore we  love.  You  affirm,  you  would  have  me  fo 
much  your  friend  as  to  appear  your  enemy,  and  find 
out  your  faults  rather  than  your  perfections ;  but 
(my  friend)  that  would  be  fo  hard  to  do,  that  I,  who 
love  no  difficulties,  can't  be  perfuaded  to  it.  Befides, 

the 
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the  vanity  of  a  fcribler  is  fuch,  that  he  will  never 
part  with  his  own  judgment  to  gratify  another's ; 
efpecially  when  he  muft  take  pains  to  do  it :  and 
tho'  I  am  proud  to  be  of  your  opinion,  when  you 
talk  of  any  thing  or  man  but  yourfelf,  I  cannot  fuf- 
fer  you  to  murder  your  fame  with  your  own  hand, 
without  oppoilng  you ;  efpecially  when  you  fay  your 
laft  letter  is  the  worft  (fince  the  longeft)  you  have 
favoured  me  with  ;  which  I  therefore  think  the  beft, 
as  the  longeft  life  (if  a  good  one)  is  the  beft  ;  as  it 
yields  the  more  variety,  and  is  the  more  exemplary ; 
as  a  chearful  fummer's  day,  tho'  longer  than  a  dull 
one  in  the  winter,  is  lefs  tedious  and  more  enter- 
taining. Therefore  let  but  your  friendfliip  be  like 
your  letter,  as  lafting  as  it  is  agreeable,  and  it  can 
never  be  tedious,  but  more  acceptable  and  obliging 
to 

Your,  &c. 


LETTER    V. 
From  Mr.  WVCHJERLEY. 

April;,  1705. 

T  Have  received  yours  of  the  fifth,  wherein  your 
J_  modefty  refufes  the  juft  praifes  I  give  you,  by 
which  you  lay  claim  to  more,  as  a  bjfhop  gains  his 
bifhopric  by  faying  he  will  not  epifcopate ;  but  I  muft 
confefs,  whilft  I  difpleafe  you  by  commending  you, 
I  pleafe  myfelf :  juft  as  incenfe  is  fweeter  to  the  of- 
ferer than  the  deity  to  whom  'tis  offered,  by  his  be- 
ing fo  much  above  it :  For  indeed  every  man  par- 
takes of  the  praife  he  gives,  when  it  is  fo  juftly 
given. 

As  to  my  enquiry  after  your  intrigues  with  the 

Mufes,  you  may  allow  me  to  make  it,  fince  no  old 

B  4  man 
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man  can  give  fo  young,  fo  great,  and  able  a  favour- 
ite of  theirs,  jealoufy.  I  am,  in  my  enquiry,  like 
old  Sir  Bernard  Gafcoign,  who  ufed  to  fay,  that 
when  he  was  grown  too  old  to  have  his  vifits  admit- 
ted alone  by  the  ladies,  he  always  took  along  with 
him  a  young  man  to  enfure  his  welcome  to  them  ; 
for  had  he  come  alone  he  had  been  rejected,  only 
becaufe  his  vifits  were  not  fcandalous  to  them.  So 
I  am  (like  an  old  rook,  who  is  ruined  by  gaming) 
forced  to  live  on  the  good  fortune  of  the  pufhing 
young  men,  whofe  fancies  are  fo  vigorous  that  they 
enfure  their  fuccefs  in  their  adventures  with  the  Mu- 
fes,  by  their  ftrength  of  imagination. 

Your  papers  are  fafe  in  my  cuftody  (you  may 
be  fure)  from  any  one's  theft  but  my  own;  for  'tis 
as  dangerous  to  truft  a  fcribler  with  your  wit,  as  a 
gamefter  with  the  cuftody  of  your  money. — If  you 
happen  to  come  to  town,  you  will  make  it  more 
difficult  for  me  to  leave  it,  who  am 

Your,   &c. 


LETTER    VI. 

April  30,  1705, 

I  Cannot  contend  with  you  :  You  muft  give  me 
leave  at  once  to  wave  all  your  compliments,  and 
to  collect  only  this  in  general  from  them,  that  your 
defign  is  to  encourage  me.  But  I  feparate  from  all 
the  reft  that  paragraph  or  two,  in  which  you  make 
me  fo  warm  an  offer  of  your  Friendfhip.  Were  I 
poflefled  of  that,  it  would  put  an  end  to  all  thofe 
fpeeches  with  which  you  now  make  me  blufh  ;  and 
change  them  to  wholfome  advices,  and  free  fenti- 
ments,  which  might  make  me  wifer  and  happier. 
I  know  'tis  the  general  opinion,  that  friendfhip  is  beft 
contracted  betwixt  pcrfons  of  equal  age ;  but  I  have 

fo 
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fo  much  intereft  to  be  of  another  mind,  that  you 
muft  pardon  me  if  I  cannot  forbear  telling  you  a 
few  notions  of  mine,  in  oppofition  to  that  opinion. 
In  the  firft  place  'tis  obfervable,  that  the  love  we 
bear  to  our  friends,  is  generally  caufed  by  our  find- 
ing the  fame  difpofitions  in  them,  which  we  feel  in 
ourfelves.     This  is   but  felf-love  at   the   bottom  : 
whereas  the  affection  betwixt  people  of  different 
ages  cannot  well  be  fo,  the  inclinations  of  fuch  be- 
ing commonly    various.     The  friendfhip   of  two 
young  men  is  often  occafioned  by  love  of  pleafure 
or  voluptuoufnefs,  each  being  defirous  for  his  own 
fake  of  one  to  aflift  or  encourage  him  in  the  courfes 
he  purfues  j  as  that  of  two  old  men  is  frequently  on 
the  fcore   of  fome   profit,    lucre,   or  defign  upon 
others.     Now,  as  a  young  man  who  is  Jefs  acquaint- 
ed with  the  ways  of  the  world,  has  in  all  probability 
lefs  of  intereft ;  and  an  old  man,  who  may  be  weary 
of  himfelf,  has,  or  mould  have  Icfs  of  fclf-love  ;  fo 
the  friendship  between  them  is  the  more  likely  to  be 
true,  and  unmixed  with  too  much  fclf-regard.    One 
may  add  to  this,  that  fuch  a  friend/hip  is  of  greater 
ufe  and  advantage  to  both  ;  for  the  old  man  will 
grow  gay  and  agreeable  to  pltafe  the  youna;  one; 
and  the  young  man  more  difcreet  and  prudent  by  the 
help  of  the  old  one  :  fo  it  may  prove  a  cure  of  thofe 
epidemical  difeafes  of  age  and  youth,  fournefs  and 
madnefs.     I  hope  you  will    not  need   many  argu- 
ments to  convince  you  of  the  poffibility  of  this  ;  one 
alone  abundantly  fatisfies  me,  and  convinces  to  the 
heart,  which  is,  that  *  young  as  I  am,  and  old  as 
you  arc,  I  am  your  entirely  affectionate,  &c. 

*  Mr.  Wycherley  was  at  this  time  about  ilv^r.ty  y:ars 
pld,  Mr.  Pope  under  fevciun.;-..  P. 

LET- 
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LETTER    VII. 

June  23,  1705. 

I  Should  believe  myfelf  happy  in  your  good  opi- 
nion, but  that  you  treat  me  fo  much  in  a  ftyle 
of  compliment,  It  hath  been  obferved  of  women, 
that  they  are  more  fubjecl  in  their  youth  to  be  touch- 
ed with  vanity,  than  men,  on  account  of  their  be- 
ing generally  treated  this  way  ;  but  the  weakeft  wo- 
men are  not  more  weak  than  that  clafs  of  men,  who 
are  thought  to  pique  themfelves  upon  their  Wit. 
The  world  is  never  wanting,  when  a  coxcomb  is 
accomplifhing  himfelf,  to  help  to  give  him  the 
finiming  ftroke. 

Every  man  is  apt  to  think  his  neighbour  over- 
ftock'd  with  vanity,  yet,  I  cannot  but  fancy  there 
are  certain  times,  when  moft  people  are  in  a  difpo- 
fition  of  being  informed  ;  and  'tis  incredible  what  a 
vaft  good  a  little  truth  might  do,  fpoken  in  fuch 
feafons.  A  fmall  alms  will  do  a  great  kindnefs,  to 
people  in  extreme  neceflity. 

I  could  name  an  acquaintance  of  yours,  who 
would  at  this  time  think  himfelf  more  obliged  to 
you  for  the  information  of  his  faults,  than  the  con- 
firmation of  his  follies.  If  you  would  make  thofe 
the  fubjecT:  of  a  letter,  it  might  be  ar>  long  as  I  could 
wifh  your  letters  always  were. 

I  do  not  wonder  you  have  hitherto  found  fome 
difficulty  (as  you  are  pleafed  to  fay)  in  writing  to 
me,  fince  you  have  always  chofen  the  tafk  of  com- 
mending me :  take  but  the  other  way,  and,  I  dare 
engage,  you  will  find  none  at  all. 

As  for  my  verfes,  which  you  praife  fo  much,  I 
may  truly  fay  they  have  never  been  the  caufe  of  any 
vanity  in  me,  except  what  they  gave  me  when  they 
firft  occafioned  my  acquaintance  with  you.  But  I 
have  feveral  times  fmce  been  in  danger  of  this  vice ; 
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as  often,  I  mean,  as  I  received  any  letters  from  you. 
'Tis  certain,  the  greateft  magnifying  glafles  in  the 
world  are  a  man's  own  eyes  when  they  look  upon 
his  own  perfon ;  yet  even  in  thofe,  I  cannot  fancy 
myfelf  fo  extremely  like  Alexander  the  great,  as  you 
would  perfuade  me.  If  I  muft  be  like  him,  'tis  you 
will  make  me  fo,  by  complimenting  me  into  a  bet- 
ter opinion  of  myfelf  than  I  deferve :  They  made 
him  think  he  was  the  fon  of  Jupiter,  and  you  aflure 
me  I  am  a  man  of  parts.  But  is  this  all  you  can  fay 
to  my  honour  ?  you  faid  ten  times  as  much  before, 
when  you  call'd  me  your  friend.  After  having  made 
me  believe  I  poflefs'd  a  fhare  in  your  affection,  to 
treat  me  with  compliments  and  fweet  fayings,  is 
like  the  proceeding  with  poor  Sancho  Panca :  they 
perfuaded  him  that  he  enjoyed  a  great  dominion,  and 
then  gave  him  nothing  to  fubfift  upon  but  wafers 
and  marmalade.  In  our  days  the  greateft  obligation 
you  can  lay  upon  a  Wit,  is  to  make  a  fool  of  him. 
For  as  when  madmen  are  found  incurable,  wife  men 
-give  them  their  way,  and  pleafe  them  as  well  as  they 
canj  fo  when  thofe  incorrigible  things,  Poets,  are 
once  irrecoverably  be-mus'd,  the  beft  way  both  to 
quiet  them,  and  fecure  yourfelf  from  the  effects  of 
their  frenzy,  is  to  feed  their  vanity ;  which  indeed, 
for  the  moft  part,  is  all  that  is  fed  in  a  poet. 

You  may  believe  me,  I  could  be  heartily  glad  that 
all  you  fay  were  as  true,  applied  to  me,  as  it  would 
be  to  yourfelf,  for  feveral  weighty  reafons  ;  but  for 
none  fo  much  as  that  I  might  be  to  you  what  you 
deferve  ;  whereas  I  can  now  be  no  more  than  is  con- 
fident with  the  fmall  tho'  utmoft  capacity  of  &c. 


LET- 
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LETTER    VIII. 

oa.  26, 1 705. 

T  Have  now  changed  the  fcene  from  the  town  to 
1^  the  country;  from  Will's  coffee-houfe  toWind- 
for-foreft.  I  find  no  other  difference  than  this,  be- 
twixt the  common  town-wits,  and  the  downright 
country  fools  ;  that  the  firft  are  pertly  in  the  wrong, 
with  a  little  more'  flourifh  and  gayety  ;  and  the  latt 
neither  in  the  right  nor  the  wrong,  but  confirmed  in 
a  ftupid  fettled  medium  betwixt  both.  However, 
methinks,  thefe  are  moft  in  the  right,  who  quietly 
and  eafily  refign  themfelves  over  to  the  gentle  reign 
of  dulnefs,  which  the  Wits  muft  do  at  laft,  tho'  af- 
ter a  great  deal  of  noife,  and  refinance.  Ours  are 
a  fort  of  modeft  inoffenfive  people,  who  neither 
have  fenfe,  nor  pretend  to  any,  but  enjoy  a  jovial 
fcrt  of  dulnefs :  They  are  commonly  known  in  the 
world  by  the  name  of  honeft,  civil  gentlemen :  They 
live,  much  as  they  ride,  at  random ;  a  kind  of  hunt- 
ing life,  purfuing  with  earncftnefs  and  hazard  fome- 
thing  not  worth  the  catching;  never  in  the  way, 
nor  out  of  it.  I  can't  but  prefer  folitude  to  the 
company  of  all  thefe  ;  for  tho'  a  man's  felf  may 
poflibly  be  the  worft  fellow  to  converfe  with  in  the 
world,  yet  one  would  think  the  company  of  a 
perfon  whom  we  have  the  greateft  regard  to  and  af- 
fection for,  could  not  be  very  unpleafant.  As  a  man 
in  love  with  a  miftrefs,  dcfires  no  converfation  but 
hers,  fo  a  man  in  love  with  himfelf  (as  moft  men 
are)  may  be  beft  pleafed  with  his  own.  Befides,  if 
the  trueft  and  moft  ufeful  knowledge  be  the  know- 
ledge of  ourfelvcs,  folitude,  conducing  moft  to 
make  us  look  into  ourfelves,  fhould  be  the  moft  in- 
ftrudlive  ftate  of  life.  We  fee  nothing  more  com- 
monly, than  men,  who  f.,r  the  fake  of  the  circum- 
ftantiul  part  and  meieoutfide  of  life,  have  been  half 
3  their 
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their  days  rambling  out  of  their  nature,  and  ought 
to  be  fent  into  folitude  to  ftudy  themfelves  over 
again.  People  are  ufually  fpoiled,  inftead  of  being 
taught,  at  their  coming  into  the  world  ;  whereas  by 
being  more  converfant  with  Obfcurity,  without 
any  pains,  they  would  naturally  follow  what  they 
were  meant  for.  In  a  word,  if  a  man  be  a  cox- 
comb, Solitude  is  his  beft  School ;  and  if  he  be  a 
fool,  it  is  his  beft  Sanctuary. 

Thefe  are  good  reafons  for  my  own  ftay  here,  but 
I  wifh  I  could  give  you  any  for  your  coming  hither, 
except  that  I  earneftly  invite  you.  And  yet  I  can't 
help  faying  I  have  fuffered  a  great  deal  of  difcontent 
that  you  do  not  come,  tho'  I  fo  little  merit  that  you 
fliould. 

I  muft  complain  of  the  fhortnefs  of  your  laft. 
Thofe  who  have  moft  wit,  like  thofe  who  have  moft 
money,  are  generally  moft  fparing  of  either. 


LETTER    IX. 

From  Mr.  Wy  CHER  LEV. 

Nov.  5,  1705. 

"\7"Ours  of  the  26th  of  October  I  have  received, 
j[  as  I  have  always  done  yours,  with  no  little  fa- 
tisfadtion,  and  am  proud  to  difcover  by  it,  that  you 
find  fault  with  the  Ihortnefs  of  mine,  which  I  think 
the  beft  excufe  for  it :  And  tho'  they  (as  you  fay) 
who  have  moft  wit  or  money  are  moft  fparing  of 
either;  there  are  fome  who  appear  poor  to  bethought 
rich,  and  are  poor,  which  is  my  cafe.  I  cannot  but 
rejoice,  that  you  have  undergone  fo  much  difcontent 
for  want  of  my  company  j  but  if  you  have  a  mind 
to  punifli  me  for  my  fault  (which  I  could  not  help) 
defer  your  coming  to  town,  and  you  will  do  it  ef- 
fectually. 


14         LETTERS    TO    AND 

fectually.     But  I  know  your  charity  always  exceeds 
your  revenge,  fo  that  I  will  not  defpair  of  feeing 
you,  and,  in  return  to  your  inviting  me  to  your  fo- 
reft,  invite  you  to  my  foreft,  the  town  ;  where  the 
beafts  that  inhabit,  tame  or  wild,  of  long  ears  or 
horns,  purfue  one  another  either  out  of  love  or  ha- 
tred.    You  may  have  the  pleafure  to  fee  one  pack  of 
blood-hounds  purfue  another  herd  of  brutes,  to  bring 
each  other  to  their  fall,  which  is  their  whole  fport : 
Or  if  you  affect  a  lefs  bloody  chace,  you  may  fee  a 
pack  of  fpaniels,  called  lovers,  in  a  hot  purfuit  of  a 
two-legged  vixen,  who   only  flies  the  whole  loud 
pack  to  be  fingled  out  by  one  dog,  who  runs  mute 
to  catch  her  up  the  fooner  from  the  reft,  as  they  are 
making  a  noife  to  the  lofs  of  their  game.     In  fine, 
this  is  the  time  for  all  forts  of  fport  in  the  town, 
when  thofe  of  the  country  ceafe ;  therefore  leave 
your  foreft  of  beafts  for  ours  of  brutes,  called  men, 
who  now  in  full  cry  (pack'd  by  the  court  or  country) 
run  down  in  the  houie  of  commons  a  deferted  horn- 
ed beaft  of  the  Court,  to  the  fatisfa&ion  of  their 
fpedlators  :   Befides,   (more  for  your  diverfion)  you 
may  fee  not  only  the  two  great  play-houfes  of  the 
nation,  thofe  of  the  lords  and  commons,  in  difpute 
with  one  another;  but  the  two  other  play-houfes  in 
high  conteft,  becaufe  the  members  of  one  houfe  are 
removed  up  to  t'other,  as  it  is  often  done  by  the  court 
for  reafons  of  ftate.   Jnfomuch  that  the  lower  houfes, 
I  mean  the  play-houfes,  are  going  to  act  tragedie3 
on  one  another  without  doors,  and   the  Sovereign 
is  put  to  it  (as  it  often  happens  in  the   other  two 
houfes)  to  filence  one  or  both,  to  keep  peace  be- 
tween them,     Now  I  have  told  you  all  the  news  of 
the  town. 

I  am,  &c. 

LET- 
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LETTER    X. 

From  Mr.  WY  CHER  LEY. 

Feb.  5,  1705-6. 

I  Have  receiv'd  your  kind  letter,  with  my  paper* 
to  Mr.  Dryden  corrected.  I  own  you  have 
made  more  of  it  by  making  it  lefs,  as  the  Dutch  are 
faid  to  burn  half  the  fpices  they  bring  home,  to  in- 
hance  the  price  of  the  remainder,  fo  to  be  greater 
gainers  by  their  lofs,  (which  is  indeed  my  cafe  now.) 
You  have  prun'd  my  fading  lawrels  of  fome  fuper- 
fluous,  faplefs,  and  dead  branches,  to  make  the  re- 
mainder live  the  longer  j  thus,  like  your  matter 
Apollo,  you  are  at  once  a  poet  and  a  phyfician. 

Now,  Sir,  as  to  my  impudent  invitation  of  you  to 
the  town,  your  good  nature  was  the  firft  caufe  of 
my  confident  rcqueft ;  but  excufe  me,  I  muft  (I  fee) 
lay  no  more  upon  this  fubjecr,  fince  I  find  you  a  lit- 
tle too  nice  to  be  dealt  freely  with  ;  tho'  you  have 
given  me  fome  encouragement  to  hope,  our  friend- 
ftiip  might  be  without  fhynefs,  or  criminal  modefty  ; 
for  a  friend,  like  amiftrefs,  tho'  he  is  not  to  be  mer- 
cenary, to  be  true,  yet  ought  not  to  refufe  a  friend's 
kindnefs  becaufe  it  is  fmall  or  trivial :  I  have  told  you 
(I  think)  what  a  Spanifh  lady  faid  to  her  poor  poetical 
gallant,  that  a  Queen  if  me  had  to  do  with  a  groom, 
would  expedt  a  mark  of  his  kindnefs  from  him,  tho' 
it  were  but  his  curry-comb.  But  you  and  I  will 
difpute  this  matter  when  I  am  fo  happy  as  to  fee  you 
hece  ;  and  perhaps  'tis  the  only  difpute  in  which  I 
might  hope  to  have  the  better  of  you. 

Now,  Sir,  to  make  you  another  excufe  for  my 
boldnefs  in  inviting  you  to  town,  I  defign'd  to  leave 

*  The  fame  which  was  printed  in  the  year  1717,  in 
a  mifcellany  of  Bern.  Lintoc's,  and  in  the  pofthumous 
works  of  Mr.  Wycherley.  P. 

with 
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with  you  fome  more  of  ray  papers,  (fmce  thefe  re- 
turn fo  much  better  out  of  your  hands  than  they 
went  from  mine)  for  I  intended  (as  I  told  you  for- 
merly) to  fpend  a  month,  or  fix  weeks  thisfummer, 
near  you  in  the  country.  You  may  be  aflured  there 
is  nothing  I  defire  fo  much,  as  an  improvement  of 
your  friendfhip. 


LETTER    XL 

April  10,    1706. 

BY  one  of  yours  of  the  laft  month,  you  defire 
me  to  felecl,  if  poflible,  fome  things  from  the 
*  firft  volume  of  your  Mifcellanies,  which  may  be 
alter'd  fo  as  to  appear  again.  I  doubted  your  mean- 
ing in  this ;  whether  it  was  to  pick  out  the  beft  of 
thofe  verfes  (as  thofe  on  the  Idlenefs  of  bufinefs,  on 
Ignorance,  on  Lazinefs,  &c.)  to  make  the  method 
and  numbers  exact,  and  avoid  repetitions  ?  For  tho* 
(upon  reading  'em  on  this  occafion)  I  believe,  they 
might  receive  fuch  an  alteration  with  advantage  j 
yet  they  would  not  be  changed  fo  much,  but  any  one 
would  know  'em  for  the  fame  at  firft  fight.  Or  if 
you  mean  to  improve  the  worft  pieces  ?  which  are 
fuch,  as,  to  render  them  very  good,  would  require 
great  addition,  and  almoft  the  entire  new  writing 
of  them.  Or,  laftly,  if  you  mean  the  middle  fort, 
as  the  Songs  and  Love-verfes  ?  For  thefe  will  need 
only  to  be  fhortened,  to  omit  repetition  ;  the  words 
remaining  very  little  different  from  what  they  were 
before.  Pray  let  me  know  your  mind  in  this,  for  I 
am  utterly  at  a  lofs.  Yet  I  have  try'd  what  I  could 
do  to  fome  of  the  fongs,  and  the  poems  on  Lazinefs 
and  Ignorance,  but  can't  (even  in  my  own  partial 
judgment)  think  my  alterations  much  to  the  purpofe. 

*  Printed  in  fclio,  in  the  year  1 704. 

So 


FROM  MR.  WVCHERLEY.        17 

So  that  I  muft  needs  defire  you  would  apply  your 
C're  wholly  at  prefent  to  thofe  which  are  yet  unpub- 
lifhed,  of  which  there  are  more  than  enough  to 
make  a  cohfiderable  volume,  of  full  as  good  ones, 
nay,  I  believe,  of  better  than  any  in  Vol.  I.  which  I 
could  wifh  you  would  defer,  at  leaft  'till  you  have 
finifh'd  thefe  that  are  yet  unprinted. 

I  fend  you  a  fample  of  fome  few  of  thefe ;  name- 
ly, the  verfes  to  Mr.  \Valler  in  his  old  age  ;  your 
new  ones  on  the  Duke  of  Marlborough,  and  two 
others.  I  have  done  all  that  I  thought  could  be  of 
advantage  to  them  :  fome  I  have  contracted,  as  we 
do  fun-beams,  to  improve  their  energy  and  force  : 
fome  I  have  taken  quite  away,  as  we  take  branches 
from  a  tree,  to  add  to  the  fruit ;  others  I  have  en- 
tirely new  exprefs'd,  and  turn'd  more  into  poetry. 
Donne  (like  one  of  his  fuccefTors)  had  infinitely 
more  wit  than  he  wanted  verification  :  for  the  great 
dealers  of  wit,  like  thofe  in  trade,  take  leaft  pains  to 
fet  off  their  goods ;  while  the  haberdafhers  of  fmall 
wit,  fpare  for  no  decorations  or  ornaments.  You 
have  commiflionM  me  to  paint  your  mop,  and  I  have 
done  my  beft  to  brufli  you  up  like  your  neighbours  *. 
But  I  can  no  more  pretend  to  the  merit  of  the  pro- 
duction, than  a  midwife  to  the  virtues  and  good 
qualities  of  the  child  (he  helps  into  the  light. 

The  few  things  I  have  entirely  added,  you  will 
excufe;  you  may  take  them  lawfully  for 'your  own, 
becaufe  they  are  no  more  than  fparks  lighted  up  by 
your  fire  :  and  you  may  omit  them  at  laft,  if  you 
think  them  but  iquibs  in  your  triumphs. 

I  anv&c. 

*  Several  of  Mr.  Pope's  Knes,  very  eafy  to  he  <lif- 
tir.guifhcd,  may  be  found  in  the  Pofthumous  Editions  of 
V7)  cherley's  Poems  :  particularly  in  thofe  w»  Solitide,  OK 
tic  Public,  and  on  tkt  Mixrd  lift. 

VOL.  VII.  C  LET 
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LETTER    XU. 
From  Mr.  W  v  c  H  E  R  L  z  Y. 

Nov.  n,  1707. 

IReceiv'd  yours  of  the  Qth  yefterday,  which  has 
(like  the  reft  of  your  letters)  at  once  pleas'd  and 
inftru&ed  me ;  fo  that,  I  allure  you,  you  can  no 
more  write  too  much  to  your  abfent  friends,  than 
fpeak  too  much  to  the  prefent.  This  is  a  truth  that 
all  men  own  who  have  either  feen  your  writings,  or 
heard  your  difcourfe  ;  enough  to  make  others  mow 
their  judgment,  in  ceafing  to  write  or  talk,  efpecially 
to  you,  or  in  your  company.  However,  I  fpeak  or 
write  to  you,  not  to  pleafe  you,  but  myfelf  ;  fince  I 
provoke  your  anfwers  j  which  whilft  they  humble 
me,  give  me  vanity  ;  tho'  I  am  leffened  by  you 
even  when  you  commend  me  :  fince  you  commend 
my  little  fenfe  with  fo  much  of  yours,  that  you  put 
me  out  of  countenance,  whilft  you  would  keep  me 
in  it.  So  that  you  have  found  a  way  (againft  the 
cuftom  of  great  wits)  to  fhew  even  a  great  deal  of 
good-nature  with  a  great  deal  of  good  fenfe. 

I  thank  you  for  the  book  you  promis'd  me,  by 
which  I  find  you  would  not  only  correct  my  lines, 
but  my  life. 

As  to  the  damn'd  verfes  I  entrufted  you  with,  I 
hope  you  will  let  them  undergo  your  purgatory,  to 
fave  them  from  other  people's  damning  them  :  fince 
the  critics,  who  are  generally  the  firft  damn'd  in  this 
life,  like  the  damn'd  below,  never  leave  to  bring 
thofe  above  them  under  their  own  circumftanccs. 
I  beg  you  to  perufe  my  papers,  and  felecl  what  you 
think  beft  or  moft  toler.  ble,  and  look  over  them 
again  ;  for  I  refolve  fuddenly  to  print  fome  of  them, 
as  a  harden'd  old  gamefter  will  fin  fpite  of  all  for- 
mer 
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mer  ill  ufage  by  fortune)  pufh  on  an  ill  hand  in  ex- 
pectation of  recovering  himfelf ;  efpecially  fmce  I 
have  fuch  a  Crtupier  or  Second  to  ftand  by  me  as 
Mr.  Pope. 


LETTER    XIII. 

Nov.  20,  1707. 

MR.  Englefyld  being  upon  his  journey  to  Lon- 
don, tells  me  I  muft  write  to  you  by  him, 
which  I  do,  not  more  to  comply  with  his  defire,  than 
to  gratify  my  own  ;  tho'  I  did  it  fo  lately  by  the 
meilenger  you  fent  hither :  I  take  it  too  as  an  op- 
portunity of  fending  you  the  fair  copy  of  the  poem  * 
on  Dulnefs,  which  was  not  then  finim'd,  and  which 
1  mould  not  care  to  hazard  by  the  common  poft. 
Mr.  Englefyld  is  ignorant  of  the  contents,  and  I 
hope  your  prudence  will  let  him  remain  fo,  for  my 
fake  no  lefs  than  your  own  :  lince  if  you  mould  re- 
veal any  thing  of  this  nature,  it  would  be  no  won- 
der reports  mould  be  rais'd,  and  there  are  thofe  (I 
fear)  who  would  be  ready  to  improve  them  to  my 
difadvantage.  I  am  forry  you  told  the  great  man, 
whom  you  met  in  the  court  of  requefts,  that  your 
papers  were  in  my  hands  ;  no  man  alive  (hall  ever 
know  any  f  .ch  thing  from  me  ;  and  1  give  you  this 
warning  befides,  that  tho'  yourfelf  mould  fay  I  had 
any  ways  aififted  you,  i  am  notwithstanding  refolv'd 
to  deny  it. 

The  method  of  the  copy  I  fend  you  is  very  dif- 
ferent from  what  it  was,  and  much  more  regular  : 

*  The  original  of  it  in  blots,  and  with  figures  of  the 
References  from  copy  to  copy,  in  Mr.  Pope's  hand,  is 
yet  extant,  among  other  fuch  Broiiillons  of  Mr.  Wycher- 
ley's  poerm,  combed  by  him.  P. 

C  2  f»r 


20          LETTERS   TO   AND 

for  the  better  help  of  your  memory,  I  defire  you  to 
compare  it  by  the  figures  in  the  margin,  anfwering 
to  the  fame  in  this  letter.     The  poem  is  now  divid- 
ed into  four  parts,  mark'd  with  the  literal  figures 
i.  2.  3.  4.  The  firft  contains  the  Praife  of  Dulnefs, 
and  fhews  how  upon  feveral  fuppofitions  it  pafles  for 
I.  religion.  2.  philofophy.   3.  example.  4.  wit.  and 
5.  the  caufe  of  wit,  and  the  end  of  it.     The  fecond 
part  contains  the  Advantages  of  Dulnefs ;    ift,  in 
bufinefs  ;  and  adly,  at  Court ;  where  the  fimilitudes 
of  the  Byafs  of  a  bowl,  and  the  Weights  of  a  clock, 
are  directly  tending  to  the  fubje£t,  tho'  introduced 
before  in  a  place  where  there  was  no  mention  made 
of  thofe  advantages  (which  was  your  only  objection 
to  my  adding  them.)     The  third  contains  the  Hap- 
pinefs  of  Dulnefs  in  all  ftations,    and  fhews  in  a 
great  many  particulars,  that  it  is  fo  fortunate  as  to 
be  efteem'd  fome  good  quality  or  other  in  all  forts 
of  people  ;  that  it  is  thought  quiet,  fenfe,  caution, 
policy,  prudence,  majefty,  valour,  circumfpe&ion, 
honefty,  &c.     The  fourth  part  I  have  wholly  added, 
as  a  climax  which  fums  up  all  the  praife,  advantage, 
and   happinefs  of  Dulnefs   in    a   few  words,    and 
ftrengthens  them  by  the  oppofition  of  the  difgrace, 
difadvantage,  and  unhappinefs  of  Wit,  with  which 
it  concludes  *. 

Tho'  the  whole  be  as  fhort  again  as  at  firft,  there 
is  not  one  thought  omitted,  but  what  is  a  repetition 
of  fomething  in  your  firft  volume,  or  in  this  very 

*  This  is  totally  omitted  in  the  prefent  Edition  :  Some 
of  the  lines  are  thele : 

Thus  Dulnefs,  the  fafe  opiate  of  the  mind, 
The  hft  kind  refuge  weary  wit  can  find  ; 
Fit  for  .ill  ftations,  and  in  each  content, 
Is  fatisfy'd,  fecure,  and  innocent  ; 
No  pains  it  takes,  and  no  offence  it  gives, 
Unfear'd,  unhated,  undiihub'd  it  Ihcs,  &c. 

paper : 
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paper:  fome  thoughts  are  contracted,  where  they 
leem'd  encompafs'd  with  too  many  words ;  and 
fome  new  exprefs'd,  or  added,  where  I  thought 
there  wanted  heightning,  (as  you'll  fee  particularly 
in  the  Simile  of  the  clock- weights  f)  and  the  veri- 
fication throughout  is,  I  believe,  fuch  as  no  body 
can  be  mock'd  at.  The  repeated  permifiions  you 
give  me  of  dealing  freely  with  you,  will  (I  hope) 
excufe  what  I  have  done  :  for  if  I  have  not  fpar'd 
you  when  I  thought  feverity  would  do  you  a  kind- 
nefs,  I  have  not  mangled  you  where  I  thought  there 
was  no  abfolute  need  of  amputation.  As  to  par- 
ticulars, I  can  fatisfy  you  better  when  we  meet ;  in 
the  mean  time  pray  write  to  me  when  you  can,  you 
cannot  too  often. 


L  E  T  T  T  E  R    XIV. 
From  Mr.  WYCHERLEY. 

Nov.  22,  1707: 

YO  U  may  fee  by  my  ftyle,  I  had  the  happinefs 
and  fatisfa&ion  to  receive  yefterday,    by  the 
hands  of  Mr.  Englefyld,  your  extreme  kind  and 
obliging  letter  of  the  20th  of  this  month  j  which, 

f  It  was  originally  thus  exprefs'd: 

"  As  Clocks  run  faileft  when  moftlead  is  on." 
in  a  Letter  of  Mr.  Pope  to  Mr.  Wycherley,  dated 
April  3,  1705,  and  in  a  Paper  of  verfes  of  his.  To 
the  Author  of  a  poem  called  Succeffio,  which  got  out  in 
a  Mifcellany  in  171 2,  three  years  before  Mr.  Wycherley 
died,  and  two  after  he  had  laid  afide  the  whole  defign  of 
publifhing  any  poems.  P. 

Thefe  two  fimiles  of  the  Biafs  of  a  Boiul,  and  the 
Weights  of  a  Clock  were  at  length  put  into  the  firfl  book 
of  the  DunciaJ.  And  thus  we  have  the  hillory  of  their 
birth,  fortunes,  and  final  eftablilhment. 

C  3  like 


22  LETTERS   TO   AND 

like  all  the  reft  of  yours,  did  at  once  mortify  me, 
and  make  me  vain  ;  fince  it  tells  me  with  fo  much 
more  wit,  fenfe,  and  kindnefs  than  mine  can  ex- 
pref>,  that  my  letters  are  always  welcome  to  you. 
So  that  even  whilft  your  kindnefs  invites  me  to 
wr;te  to  you,  your  wit  and  judgment  forbid  me  j 
fince  I  may  return  you  a  letter,  but  never  an  anfwer. 

Now,  as  for  my  owning  your  afiiftance  to  me,  in 
over  looking  my  unmufical  numbers,  and  harfher. 
fenfe,  and  corre&ing  them  both  with  your  genius, 
or  judgment  j  I  muft  tell  you  I  always  own  it  (in 
fpite  of  your  unpoetic  modefty)  who  would  do  with 
your  friendfhip  as  your  charity ;  conceal  your  boun- 
ty to  magnify  the  obligation  ;  and  even  whilft  you 
lay  on  your  friend  the  favour,  acquit  him  of  the 
debt :  but  that  mall  not  ferve  your  turn  j  -I  will  al- 
ways own,  'tis  my  infallible  Pope  has,  or  would  re- 
deem me  from  a  poetical  damning,  the  fecond  time  ; 
and  fave  my  rhimes  from  being  condemn'd  to  the 
critics  flames  to  all  eternity  ;  but  (by  the  faith  you 
profefs)  you  know  your  works  of  fupererogation, 
transferr'd  upon  an  humble,  acknowledging  Tinner, 
may  fave  even  him :  having  good  works  enough  of 
your  own  befides,  to  enfure  yours,  and  their  im- 
mortality. 

And  now  for  the  pains  you  have  taken  to  recom- 
mend my  Dulnefs,  by  making  it  more  methodical, 
I  give  you  a  thoufand  thanks  ;  iince  true  and  natural 
dulnefs  is  fhown  more  by  its  pretence  to  form  and 
method,  as  the  fprightlinefs  *  of  wit  by  its  defpifing 
both.  I  thank  you  a  thoufand  times  for  your  re- 
peated invitations  to  come  to  Binfield :  You  will 
find,  it  will  be  as  hard  for  you  to  get  quit  of  my 

*  By  fprigktlinefi  he  muft  mean,  extravagance  ofivit. 
For  fober  wit  would  no  more  defpife  method  than  it  would 
defpife  nvort/s,  or  any  other  vehicle  it  ufes,  to  make  it- 
felf  feen  to  advantage. 

mercenary 
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mercenary  kindnefs  to  you,  as  it  would  for  me  to 
deferye,  or  return  to  yours  ;  however,  itfhall  be  the 
endeavour  of  my  future  life,  as  it  will  be  to  demon- 
ftrate  myfelf 

Your,  &c. 


LETTER    XV. 

Nov.  29,  1707. 

THE  compliments  you  make  me,  in  regard  of 
any  inconfiderable  fervice  I  could  do  you,  are 
very  unkind,  and  do  but  tell  me  in  other  words,  that 
my  friend  has  fo  mean  an  opinion  of  me,  as  to  think 
I  expect  acknowledgments  for  trifles :  which  upon 
my  faith  I  fhall  equally  take  amifs,  whether  made 
to  myfelf,  or  any  other.  For  God's  fake  ( my 
dear  friend)  think  better  of  me,  and  believe  I  defire 
no  fort  of  favour  fo  much,  as  that  of  ferving  you 
more  confiderably  than  I  have  been  yet  able  to  do. 

I  fhall  proceed  in  this  manner  with  fome  others  of 
your  pieces ;  but  fmce  you  defire  I  would  not  deface 
your  copy  for  the  future,  and  only  mark  the  repe- 
titions ;  I  muft,  as  foon  as  I've  mark'd  thefe,  tran- 
fcribe  what  is  left  on  another  paper ;  and  in  that, 
blot,  alter,  and  add  all  I  can  devife,  for  their  im- 
provement. For  you  are  fenfible,  the  omiffion  of 
Repetitions  is  but  one,  and  the  eafieft  part,  of  yours 
and  my  defign  ;  there  remaining  befides  to  rectify 
the  Method,  to  connect  the  Matter,  and  to  mend 
the  Expreflion  and  Verification.  I  will  go  next 
upon  the  poems  of  Solitude,  on  the  Public,  and  on 
the  mixt  Life  ;  the  bill  of  Fare  ;  the  praifes  of  Ava- 
rice, and  fome  others. 

I  muft   take  notice  of  what  you  fay,  of  "  my 

'*  pains  to  make  your  dulnefs  methodical ;"  and  of 

your  hint,  «  that  the  fprightlinefs  of  wit  defpifes 

C  4  "  method." 
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"•  method."  This  is  true  enough,  if  by  wit  you 
jncan  no  more  than  fancy  or  conceit}  but  in  the 
better  notion  of  wit,  confider'd  as  propriety,  furely 
method  is  not  only  neceflary  for  perfpicuity  and  har- 
mony of  parts,  but  gives  beauty  even  to  the  minute 
and  particular  thoughts,  which  receive  an  additional 
advantage  from  thofe  which  precede  or  follow  in 
their  due  place.  You  remember  a  fimile  Mr.  Dry- 
den  us'd  in  converfation,  of  feathers  in  the  crowns 
of  the  wild  Indians,  which  they  not  only  chufe  for 
the  beauty  of  their  colours,  but  place  them  in  fuch 
a  manner  as  to  reflect  a  luftre  on  each  other.  I  will 
not  difguife  any  of  my  fentiments  from  you :  to 
methodize  in  your  cafe,  is  full  as  necefTary  as  to 
flrike  out ;  otherwife  you  had  better  deftroy  the 
whole  frame,  and  reduce  them  into  angle  thoughts 
in  profe,  like  Rochefoucault,  as  I  have  more  than 
once  hinted  to  you. 


LETTER    XVI. 
From  Mr.  W  y  c  H  E  R  L  E  v. 

Feb.  28,  1607-8. 

I  Have  had  yours  of  the  23d  of  this  inftant,  for 
which  I  give  you  many  thanks,  fince  I  find  by 
it,  that  even  abfence  (the  ufual  bane  of  love  or 
friendfhip)  cannot  leflen  yours,  no  more  than  mine. 
As  to  your  hearing  of  my  being  ill,  I  am  glad,  and 
forry  for  the  report :  in  the  firft  place,  glad  that  it 
was  not  true ;  and  in  the  next,  forry  that  it  fhould 
give  you  any  difturbance,  or  concern  more  than  or- 
dinary for  me  ;  for  which,  as  well  as  your  concern 
for  my  future  well-being  or  life,  I  think  myfelf 
moft  eternally  oblig'd  to  you ;  afluring,  your  con- 
cern for  either  will  make  me  more  careful  of  both. 

Yet 


FROM  MR.  WYCHERLEY.        -25 

Yet  for  your  fake  I  love  this  life  fo  well,  that  I  fhall 
the  lefs  think  of  the  other ;  but  'tis  in  your  power  to 
enfure  my  happinefs  in  one  and  the  other,  both  by 
your  fociety,  and  good  example,  fo  not  only  con- 
tribute to  my  felicity  here,  but  hereafter. 

Now  as  to  your  excufe  for  the  plainnefs  of  your 
ftyle,  I  muft  needs  tell  you,  that  friendship  is  much 
more  acceptable  to  a  true  friend  than  wit,  which  is 
generally  falfe  reafoning  ;  and  a  friend's  reprimand 
often  (hews  more  friendfhip  than  his  compliment : 
nay  love,  which  is  more  than  friendftiip,  is  often 
feen  by  our  friend's  correction  of  our  follies  or 
crimes.  Upon  this  teft  of  your  friendfhip  I  intend 
to  put  you  when  I  return  to  London,  and  thence  to 
you  at  Binfield,  which,  I  hope,  will  be  within  a 
month. 

Next  to  the  news  of  your  good  health,  I  am 
pleas'd  with  the  good  news  of  your  going  to  print 
fome  of  your  poems,  and  proud  to  be  known  by 
them  to  the  public  for  your  friend;  who  intend 
(perhaps  the  fame  way)  to  be  revenged  of  you  for 
your  kindnefs ;  by  taking  your  name  in  vain  in 
ibme  of  my  future  madrigals :  yet  fo  as  to  let  the 
world  know,  my  love  or  efreem  for  you  arc  no  more 
poetic  than  my  talent  in  fcribling.  But  of  all  the 
arts  of  fidtion,  I  defire  you  to  believe  I  want  that 
of  feigning  friendfhip,  and  that  I  am  fincerely 

Your,  &c. 


LET- 
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LETTER    XVII. 
From  Mr.  WYCHERLEV. 


Have  received  yours  of  the  firft  of  May.     Your 
Paftoral  mufe  outfhires  in  her  mocleft  and  natu- 


May  13,  1708. 

ral  drefs  all  Apollo's  court-ladies,  in  their  more  art- 
ful, labour'd,  and  coftly  finery.  Therefore  I  am 
glad  to  find  by  your  letter  you  defign  your  country- 
beauty  of  a  mufe  fliall  appear  at  court  and  in  pub- 
lic :  to  out-fhine  all  the  farded,  lewd,  confident,  af- 
fected Town-dowdies,  who  aim  at  being  honour'd 
only  to  their  fbame  :  but  her  artful  innocence  (on 
the  contrary)  will  gain  more  honour  as  fhe  becomes 
public  ;  and,  in  fpite  of  cuflom,  will  bring  modefty 
again  into  faihion,  or  at  leaft  make  her  fifter-rivals 
of  this  age  blufh  for  fpite,  if  not  for  fhame.  As  for 
my  flale,  antiquated,  poetical  pufs,  whom  you 
would  keep  in  countenance  by  faying  fhe  has  once 
been  tolerable,  and  wou'd  yet  pafs  mufter  by  a  little 
licking  over  j  it  is  true  that  (like  moft  vain  anti- 
quated jades  which  have  once  been  pa/Table)  fhe  yet 
affedts  youthfulnefs  in  her  age,  and  would  ftill  gain 
a  few  admirers  (who  the  more  fhe  feeks  or  labours 
for  their  liking,  are  but  more  her  contemners.)  Ne- 
verthelefs  fhe  is  refolved  henceforth  to  be  fo  cautious 
as  to  appear  very  little  more  in  the  world,  except  it 
be  as  an  Attendant  on  your  Mufe,  or  as  a  foil,  not 
a  rival  to  her  wit,  or  fame  :  fo  that  let  your  Coun- 
try-gentlewoman appear  when  fhe  will  in  the  world*, 

*  This,  and  what  follows,  is  a  full  Confutation  of 
John  Dennis  and  others,  who  aflerted  that  Mr.  Pope 
wrote  thefe  verfes  on  himfelf  (tho1  publifhed  by  Mr. 
Wycherley  fix  years  before  his  death.)  We  find  here,  it 
was  a  voluntary  Aft  of  his,  promised  before-hand,  and 

my 
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my  old  worn-out  jade  of  a  loft  reputation  fhall  be 
her  attendant  into  it,  to  procure  her  admirers;  as 
an  old  whore,  who  can  get  no  more  friends  of  her 
own,  bawds  for  others,  to  make  fport  or  pleafure 
yet,  one  way  or  other,  for  mankind.  I  approve  of 
your  making  Tonfon  your  mufe's  introduclor  into 
the  world,  or  matter  of  the  ceremonies,  who  has 
been  fo  long  a  pimp,  or  gentleman-ufher  to  the 
Mufes. 

I  wifh  you  good  fortune;  fince  a  man  with  ftore 
of  wit,  as  ftore  of  money,  without  the  help  of  good 
fortune,  will  never  be  popular  ;  but  I  wifh  you  a 
great  many  admirers,  which  will  be  fome  credit  to 
my  judgment  as  well  as  your  wit,  who  always 
thought  you  had  a  great  deal,  and  am 

Your,  &c. 


LETTER    XVIII. 
From  Mr.  WYCHERLEY. 

May  17,  1709. 

T  Muft  thank  you  for  a  book  of  your  Mifcellanies, 
JL  which  Tonfon  fent  me,  1  fuppofe,  by  your  or- 
der ;  and  all  I  can  tell  you  of  it  is,  that  nothing  has 
lately  been  better  received  by  the  public,  than  your 
part  of  it.  You  have  only  difpleas'd  the  critics  by 
pleafing  them  too  well ;  having  not  left  them  a 
word  to  fay  for  themfelves,  againft  you  and  your 

written  while  Mr.  Pope  was  abfent.  Tlie  firft  Broiiilkm 
of  thofe  verfes,  and  the  fecond  Copy  with  corrections, 
are  both  yet  extant  in  Mr.  Wycherley's  o\vn  hand  :  In 
another  of  his  letters  of  May  18,  i/oS,  are  thefe  words. 
"  I  have  made  a  damn'd  Compliment  in  verfe  upon  the 
"  printing  your  Paftorafe,  which  you  fhall  fee  when  you 
'•  fee  me."  P. 

perform- 
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performances  j  fo  that,  now  your  hand  is  in,  you 
muft  perfevere,  'till  my  prophecies  of  you  be  ful- 
fill'd.  In  earneft,  all  the  beft  judges  of  good  fenfe 
or  poetry,  are  admirers  of  yours ;  and  like  your 
part  of  the  book  fo  well,  that  the  reft  is  lik'd  the 
worfe. .  This  is  true  upon  my  word,  without  com- 
pliment ;  fo  that  your  firft  fuccefs  will  make  you  for 
all  your  life  a  poetf ,  in  fpite  of  your  wit ;  for  poet's 
fuccefs  at  firrt,  like  a  gamefter's  fortune  at  firft,  is 
like  to  make  him  a  loier  at  laft,  and  to  be  undone 
by  his  good  fortune  and  merit. 

But  hitherto  your  mifcellanieshave  fafely  run  the 
gantlet,  thro'  all  the  cofFee-haufes  ;  which  are  now 
entertain'd  with  awhimfical  new  news-paper,  call'd 
the  TATLER,  which  I  fuppofe  you  have  feen.  This 
is  the  neweft  thing  I  can  tell  you  of,  except  it  be  of 
the  Peace,  which  now  (moft  people  fay)  is  draw- 
ing to  fuch  a  conclufion,  as  all  Europe  is,  or  muft 
be  fatisfy'd  with ;  fo  Poverty,  you  fee,  which  makes 
peace  in  Weftminfter-hall,  makes  it  likewife  in  the 
camp  or  field,  throughout  the  world.  Peace  then 
be  to  you,  and  to  me,  who  am  now  grown  peace- 
ful, and  will  have  no  conteft  with  any  man,  but 
him  who  fays  he  is  more  your  friend  or  humble  fer- 
vant,  than 

Your,  &c. 


LETTER     XIX. 

May  20,  1709. 

I  AM  glad  you  receiv'd  the  *  Mifcellany,  if  it 
were  only  to  (how  you  that  there  are  as  bad  poets 
in  this  nation  as  your  fervant.     This  modern  cuf- 
tom  of  appearing  in  mifcellanies,  is  very  ufeful  to 
the  poets,  who,  like  other  thieves,  efcape  by  getting 

*  Jacob  Tonfon's  fixth  Vol.  of  Mifcellany  Poems.  P. 

into 
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into  a  crowd,  and  herd  together  like  Banditti,  fafe 
only  in  their  multitude.  Methinks  Strada  has  given 
a  good  defcription  of  thefe  kind  of  collections  ; 
Nut/us  hcdie  mrtalium  out  nafcitur,  ant  tnoritur,  out 
pra:!iatur^  aut  rujlicatur^  out  abit  pere^re^  aut  redit, 
ant  nubit^  aut  £//,  aut  non  eji^  (nam  etlam  imrtuh 
ijli  canunt)  cut  non  illi  externplo  aidant  Epicedia^  Ge~ 
nfthli.ica,  Protrtptica,  Panegyrica,  Epithalamia,  fa- 
tidnia,  Propfmpt'ua^  Soterica,  Paresnetica,  N<?nias9 
Nugas.  As  to  the  fuccefs  which,  you  fay,  my  part 
has  met  with,  it  is  to  be  attributed  to  what  you  was 
pleas'd  to  fay  of  me  to  the  world  ;  which  you  do 
well  to  call  your  prophecy,  fince  whatever  is  faid  in 
my  favour,  muft  be  a  prediction  of  things  that  are 
not  yet  ;  you,  like  a  true  Godfather,  engage  on  my 
part  for  much  more  than  ever  I  can  perform.  My 
paftoral  Mufe,  like  other  country  girls,  is  but  put 
out  of  countenance,  by  what  you  courtiers  fay  to 
her  ;  yet  I  hope  you  would  not  deceive  me  too  far, 
as  knowing  that  a  young  fcribler's  vanity  needs  no 
recruits  from  abroad  :  for  nature,  like  an  indulgent 
mother,  kindly  takes  care  to  fupply  her  fons  with 
as  much  of  their  own,  as  is  necefTiry  for  their  fa- 
tisfa&ion.  If  my  verfes  fhould  meet  with  a  few 
flying  commendations  Virgil  has  taught  me,  that  a 
young  author  has  not  too  much  reafon  to  be  pleas'd 
with  them,  v/hen  he  confiders  that  the  natural  con- 
fequence  of  praife  is  envy  and  calumny. 

—  Si  ultra  pladtum  laudi.  rit,  baccare  frontcm 
)  fie  vali  noccat  mala  lingua  future. 


When  once  a  man  has  arpear'd  as  a  poet,  he  majr 
give  up  his  pretenfions  to  all  the  rich  and  thriving 
arts  :  thofe  who  have  once  mide  their  court  to  thofe 
miftrefles  without  portions,  the  Mufes,  are  never 
like  to  fct  up  for  fortune  >.  But  for  my  part,  I  {hall 
be  latisfy'd  if  I  can  lofe  my  time  agreeably  this  way, 
without  lofmg  my  reputation  :  as  for  gaining  any, 

1  am 
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I  am  as  indifferent  in  the  matter  as  FalftafFe  was, 
and  may  fay  of  fame  as  he  did  of  honour,  "  If  it 
comes,  it  comes  unlook'd  for ;  and  there's  an  end 
on't."  I  can  be  content  with  a  bare  faving  game, 
without  being  thought  an  eminent  hand,  (with 
which  title  Jacob  has  gracioufly  dignify'd  his  adven- 
turers and  voluntiers  in  poetry.)  Jacob  creates  po- 
ets, as  Kings  fometimes  do  knights,  not  for  their 
honour,  but  for  their  money.  Certainly  he  ought 
to  be  efteem'd  a  worker  of  miracles,  who  is  grown 
rich  by  poetry. 

Wat  Authors  lofe,  their  Bock  feller  3  have  won, 
So  Pimps  grow  r/V/;,  while  Gallants  are  undone. 

I  am  your,  &c. 


LETTER    XX. 
From  Mr.  W  Y  c  H  E  R  L  E  v. 

May  26,  1709, 

THE  laft  I  receiv'd  from  you  was  dated  the 
22d  of  May.  I  take  your  charitable  hint  to 
me  very  kindly,  wherein  you  do  like  a  true  friend, 
and  a  true  chriftian,  and  I  mall  endeavour  to  follow 
your  advice,  as  well  as  your  example — As  for  your 
wifliing  to  fee  your  friend  an  Hermit  with  you,  I 
cannot  be  faid  to  leave  the  world,  fince  I  (hall  enjoy 
in  your  converfation  all  that  I  can  defire  of  it  j  nay, 
can  learn  more  from  you  alone,  than  from  my  long 
experience  of  the  great  or  little  vulgar  in  it. 

As  to  the  fuccefs  of  your  poems  in  the  late  mif- 
cellany,  which  I  told  you  of  in  my  laft  ;  upon  my 
word  I  made  you  no  compliment,  for  you  may  be 
aflur'd  that  all  forts  of  readers  like  them,  except  they 
are  writers  too;  but  for  them  (I  muft  needs  fay)  the 
more  they  like  them,  they  ought  to  be  the  lefs  pleas'd 

with 
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with  'em  :  fo  that  you  do  not  come  off  with  a  bare 
faving  game  (as  you  call  it)  but  have  gain'd  fo  much 
credit  at  firft,  that  you  muft  needs  fupport  it  to  the 
laft  :  fince  you  fet  up  with  fo  great  a  ftock  of  good 
fenfe,  judgment,  and  wit,  that  your  judgment  en" 
fures  all  that  your  wit  ventures  at.  1  he  fait  of 
your  wit  has  been  enough  to  give  a  relifh  to  the 
whole  infipid  hotch-potch  it  is  mingled  with  j  and 
you  will  make  Jacob's  Ladder  raife  you  to  immor- 
tality, by  which  others  are  turn'd  off  fhamefully  to 
their  damnation  (for  poetic  thieves  as  they  are)  who 
think  to  be  fav'd  by  others  good  works,  how  faulty 
foever  their  own  are  :  but  the  coffee-houfe  wits,  or 
rather  anti-wits  the  critics,  prove  their  judgments  by 
approving  your  wit ;  and  even  the  news  mongers 
and  poets  will  own,  you  have  more  invention  than 
they  y  nay,  the  detra<5ters  or  the  envious,  who  never 
fpeak  well  of  any  body  (not  even  of  thofe  they 
think  well  of  in  their  abfence)  yet  will  give  you 
even  in  your  abfence  their  good  word  ;  and  the  cri- 
tics only  hate  you,  for  being  forced  to  fpeak  well  of 
you  whether  they  will  or  no:  All  this  is  true  upon 
the  word  of 

Your,  &c. 


LETTER    XXI. 
From  Mr.  WYCHERLE  v. 

Aug.  n,  1709. 

MY  letters,  fo  much  inferior  to  yours,  can 
only  make  up  their  fcarcity  of  fenfe  by  their 
number  of  lines;  which  is  like  the  Spaniards  paying 
a  debt  of  gold.with  a  load  of  brafs  money.  But  to 
be  a  pku&&al&\  I  muft  tell  you,  I  will  revenge  the 
raillery  of  your  letters  by  printing  them  as  Dennis 

did 
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did  mine)    without  your  knowledge   too,    which 
would  be  a  reve.nge  upon  your  judgment  for  the 
raillery  of  your  wit ;  for  fome  dull  rogues  (that  is 
the  moft  in  the  world)  might  be  fuch  fools   as  to 
think  what  you  faid  of  me  was  in  earned  :  It  is  not 
the  firft  time,  your  great  wits  have  gain'd  reputa- 
tion by  their  paradoxical  or  ironical  praifes  ;  your 
forefathers  have  done  it,  Erafmus  and  others.  For  all 
mankind  who  know  me  muft  confefs,  he  muft  be  no 
ordinary  genius,  or  little  friend,  who  can  find  out 
any  thing  to  commend  in  me  fcrioufly  ;     who  have 
given  no  lign  of  my  judgment   but  my  opinion  of 
yours,  nor  mark  of  my  wit,    but  my  leaving  off 
writing  to  the  public  now  you  are  beginning  to  mew 
the  world  what  you  can  do  by  yours :  whofe  wit  is 
as  fpiritual  as   your  judgment  infallible:  in  whofe 
judgment  I  have  an  implicit  faith,  and  fhall  always 
fubfcribe  to  it  to  fave  my  works,   in  this  world,  from 
the  flames   and    damnation.  —  Pray,    prefent  my 
moft  humble  fervice  to  Sir  William  Trumbull  j  for 
whom  and  whofe  judgment  I  have  fo  profound  a  re* 
fpect,  that  his  example  had  almoft  made  me  marry, 
more  than  my  nephew's  ill  carriage  to  me  ;  having 
once  refolv'd  to  have  revenged  myftlf  upon  him  by 
my  marriage,  but  now  am  rcfolv'd  to  make  my  re- 
venge greater  upon  him  by  His  marriage. 


LETTER    XXII. 
From  Mr.  W  v  c  H  E  R  L  E  y. 

April  r,  1710. 

I  I  lave  had  yours  of  the  ^cth  of  the  laft  month, 
which  is  kinder  than  I  defire  it  mould  be,  fince 
it  tells  me  you  could  be  better  plcas'd  to  be  Tick  again 
in  Town  in  my  company,  than  to  be  well  in  the 

Country 
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Country  without  it ;  and  that  you  are  more  impa- 
tient to  be  depriv'd  of  happinefs '  than  of  health. 
Yet,  my  dear  friend,  fet  raillery  or  compliment 
afide,  I  can  bear  your  abfence  (which  procures  your 
health  and  eafe)  better  than  I  can  your  company 
when  you  are  in  pain  :  for  I  cannot  fee  you  fo  with- 
out being  fo  too.  Your  love  to  the  country  I  do 
not  doubt,  nor  do  you  (I  hope)  my  love  to  it  or 
you,  fmce  there  I  can  enjoy  your  company  without 
feeing  you  in  pain  to  give  me  fatisfadUon  and  plea- 
fure ;  there  I  can  have  you  without  rivals  or  difturb- 
ers ;  without  the  too  civil,  or  the  too  rude  :  with- 
out the  noife  of  the  loud,  or  the  eenfure  of  the  filent: 
and  wou'd  rather  have  you  abufe  me  there  with  the 
truth,  than  at  this  diftance  with  your  compliment ; 
fmce  now$  your  bufinefs  of  a  friend,  and  kindnefs 
to  a  friend,  is  by  finding  fault  with  his  faults,  and 
mending  them  by  your  obliging  feverity.  1  hope 
(in  point  of  your  good-nature)  you  will  have  no 
cruel  charity  for  thofe  papers  of  mine,  you  are  fo 
willing  to  be  troubled  with  ;  which  I  take  moft  in- 
finitely kind  of  you,  and  {hall  acknowledge  with 
gratitude  as  long  as  I  live.  No  friend  can  do  more 
for  his  friend  than  preferving  his  reputation  (nay, 
not  by  preferving  his  life)  fmce  by  preftrving  his 
life  he  can  only  make  him  live  about  threefcore  or 
fourfcore  years ;  but  by  preferving  his  reputation, 
he  can  make  him  live  as  long  as  the  world  lafts ;  fo 
fave  him  from  damning,  when  he  is  gone  to  the  de- 
vil. Therefore,  I  pray,  condemn  me  in  private,  as 
the  Thieves  do  their  accomplices  in  Newgate,  to 
fave  them  from  condemnation  by  the  public.  Be 
moft  kindly  unmerciful  to  my  poetical  faults,  and 
do  with  my  papers,  as  you  country-gentlemen  do 
with  your  trees,  flafh,  cut,  and  lop  off  the  excrcf- 
cencies,  and  dead  parts  of  my  wither \1  bays,  that 
the  little  remainder  may  live  the  longer,  and  increafe 
VOL.  VII.  D  0* 
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die  value  of  them  by  diminifliing  the  number.  1 
have  troubled  you  with  my  papers  rather  to  give  you 
pain  than  pleafure,  notwithstanding  your  compli- 
ment, which  fays  you  take  the  trouble  kindly  :  fuch 
is  your  generofity  to  your  friends,  that  you  take  it 
kindly  to  be  defired  by  them  to  do  them  a  kindnefs ; 
and  you  think  it  done  to  you,  when  they  give  you 
an  opportunity  to  do  it  them.  Wherefore  you  may 
be  fure  to  be  troubled  with  my  letters  out  of  inte- 
reft,  if  not  kindnefs  ;  fmce  mine  to  you  will  pro- 
cure yours  to  me  :  fo  that  I  write  to  you  more  for 
my  own  fake  than  yours  ;  lefs  to  make  you  think  I 
write  well,  than  to  learn  from  you  to  write  better. 
Thus  you  fee  intereft  in  my  kindnefs,  which  is  like 
the  friendship  of  the  world,  rather  to  make  a  friend 
than  be  a  friend  j  but  I  am  yours,  as  a  true  Plain- 
dealer. 


LETTER    XXin. 
From  Mr.  WYCHERLEV. 

April  ii,  1710. 

IF  I  can  do  part  of  my  bufinefs  at  Shrewfbury  in 
a  fortnight's  time  (which  I  propofe  to  do)  I  will 
be  foon  after  with  you,  and  trouble  you  with  my 
company,  for  the  remainder  of  the  fummer :  in  the 
mean  time  I  beg  you  to  give  yourfelf  the  pains  of 
altering,  or  leaving  out  what  you  think  fuperfluous 
in  my  papers,  that  I  may  endeavour  to  print  fuch  a 
number  of  them  as  you  and  I  (hall  think  fit,  about 
Michaelmas  next.  In  order  to  which  (my  dear 
friend)  I  beg  you  to  be  fo  kind  to  me,  as  to  be  fe- 
vere  to  them ;  that  the  critics  may  be  lefs  fo  j  for  I 
.  had  rather  be  condemu'd  by  my  friend  in  private, 
5  than 
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than  expos'd  to  my  foes  in  public,  the  critics,  or 
common  judges,  who  are  made  fuch  by  having  been 
cHd  offenders  themfelves.  Pray,  believe  I  have  as 
much  faith  in  your  friendfhip  and  fmcerity,  as  I  have 
deference  to  your  judgment ;  and  as  the  beft  mark 
of  a  friend  is  telling  his  friends  his  faults  in  private, 
fo  the  next  is  concealing  them  from  the  public,  'till 
they  are  fit  to  appear.  In  the  mean  time  1  am  not  a 
little  fenfible  of  the  great  kindnefs  you  do  me,  in 
the  trouble  you  take  for  me,  in  putting  my  Rhimes 
in  tune,  fmce  good  founds  fet  off  often  ill  fenfe,  as 
the  Italian  fongs,  whofe  good  airs,  with  the  word 
words  or  meaning,  make  the  beft  mufic  j  fo  by 
your  tuning  my  Welch  harp,  my  rough  fenfe  may 
be  the  lefs  offenfive  to  the  nicer  ears  of  thofe  critics, 
who  deal  more  in  found  than  fenfe.  Pray  then  take 
pity  at  once  both  of  my  readers  and  me,  in  fhort- 
ning  my  barren  abundance,  and  increafing  their  pa- 
tience by  it,  as  well  as  the  obligations  i  have  to  you  : 
And  fmce  no  madrigaller  can  entertain  the  head,  un- 
lefs  he  pleafes  the  ear  ;  and  fmce  the  crowded 
Operas  have  left  the  bell:  Comedies  with  the  leaft 
audiences,  'tis  a  fign  found  can  prevail  over  fenfe  ; 
therefore  foften  my  words,  and  ftrengthen  my  fenfe, 
and 

Eris  mibi  magnus  Apdlo. 


LETTER    XXIV. 

April  15,  1710. 

IRcceiv'd  your  moft  extreme  kind  letter  but  juft 
now.     It  found  me  over  thofe  papers  you  men- 
tion, which   have  been  my  employment  ever  ftnce 
Eafter-monday  :  I  hope  before  Michaelmas  to  have 
difcharg'4  my  tafk ;    which,   upon  the  word  of  a 
D  a  friend, 
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friend,  is  the  moft  plcafing  one  I  could  be  put  up-» 
on.  Since  you  are  fo  near  going  into  Shropfhire, 
(whither  I  fhall  not  care  to  write  of  this  matter  for 
fear  of  the  mifcafriage  of  any  letters)  I  muft  defire 
your  leave  to  give  you  a  plain  and  fincere  account  of 
what  I  have  found  from  a  more  ferious  app'ication 
to  them.  Upon  comparifon  with  the  former  volume, 
I  find  much  more  repeated  than  I  till  now  imagin'd, 
as  well  as  in  the  prefent  volume,  which,  if  (as  you 
told  me  laft)  you  would  have  me  dam  over  with  a 
line,  will  deface  the  whole  copy  extremely,  and  to 
a  degree  that  (I  fear)  may  difpleafe  you.  I  have 
every  where  mark'd  in  the  margins  the  page  and 
line,  both  in  this  and  the  other  part.  But  if  you 
order  me  not  to  crofs  the  lines,  or  would  any  way 
elfe  limit  my  commiffion,  you  will  oblige  me  by  do- 
ing it  in  your  next  letter  ;  for  I  am  at  once  equally 
fearful  of  fparing  you,  and  of  offending  you  by  too 
impudent  a  correction.  Hitherto  however  I  have 
crofs'd  'em  fo  as  to  be  legible,  becaufe  you  bade  me. 
When  I  think  all  the  repetitions  are  ftruck  out  in  a 
:  copy,  I  fometimes  find  more  upon  dipping  in  the 
firft  volume,  and  the  number  encreafes  fo  much» 
that,  I  believe,  more  (hortning  will  be  requifite  than 
you  may  be  willing  to  bear  with,  un'efs  you  are  in 
good  earneft  refolv'd  to  have  no  thought  repeated. 
Pray,  forgive  this  freedom,  which  as  I  muft  be  fin- 
cere  in  this  cafe  fo  I  could  not  but  take ;  and  let  me 
know  if  I  am  to  go  on  at  this  rate,  or  if  you  would 
prefcribe  any  other  method. 

I  am  very  glad  you  continue  your  resolution  of 
feeing  me  in  my  Hermitage  this  fummer ;  the  fooner 
you  return,  the  fooner  I  mall  be  happy,  which  in- 
deed my  want  of  any  company  that  is  entertaining 
or  cfteemable,  together  with  frequent  infirmities  and 
pains,  hinder  me  from  being  in  your  abfencc.  'Tis 
(I  am  -lure)  a  real  truth,  that  my  fickneis  cannot 

make 
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make  me  quite  weary  of  myfelf  when  I  have  you 
with  me  ;  and  I  {hall  want  no  company  but  yours, 
when  you  are  here. 

You  fee  how  freely  and  with  how  little  care  I  ta'k 
rather  than  write  to  you  :  this  is  one  of  the  many 
advantages  of  friendfhip,  that  one  can  lay  to  one's 
friend  the  things  that  ftand  in  need  of  pardon,  ami 
at  the  fame  time  be  fure  of  it.  Indeed  I  do  not 
know  whether  or  no  the  letters  of  friends  are  the 
worfe  for  being  fit  for  none  elfe  to  read.  'Tis  an 
argument  of  the  truft  repofed  in  a  friend's  good-na- 
ture, when  one  writes  fuch  things  to  him  as  require 
a  good  portion  of  it.  I  have  experienced  yours  fx> 
often  and  fo  long,  that  I  can  now  no  more  doubt  of 
the  greatnefs  of  it,  than  I  hope  you  do  of  the  great - 
nefs  of  my  affection,  or  of  the  fincerity  with  which 
I  am,  &c. 


LETTER    XXV, 
From  Mr,  W  Y  c  H  z  R  L  E  y. 

April  27,  1710. 

YOU  give  me  an  account  in  your  letter  of  the 
trouble  you  have  undergone  for  me,  in  com- 
paring my  papers  you  took  down  with  you,  with  the 
old  printed  volume,  and  with  one  another,  of  that 
bundle  you  have  in  your  hands ;  amongft  which, 
(you  fay)  you  find  numerous  Repetitions  of  the 
fame  thoughts  and  fubjects  j  all  which,  I  muft  con- 
fefs,  my  want  of  memory  has  prevented  me  from 
imagining,  as  well  as  made  me  capable  of  commit- 
ing :  fince,  of  all  figures,  that  of  Tautology  is  the 
kit  I  would  ufe,  or  leaft  forgive  mv(V.  f  r.  But 
feeing  is  believing ;  wherefore  I  will  take  ibme  pains 
D  3  to 
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to  examine  and  compare  thofe  papers  in  your  hands 
with  one  another,  as  well  as  with  the  former  printed 
copies,  or  books  of  my  damn'd  Mifcellanies ;  all 
which  (as  bad  a  memory  as  I  have)  with  a  little 
more  pains  and  care  1  think  I  can  remedy.  There- 
fore I  would  not  have  you  give  yourfelf  more  trou- 
ble about  them,  which  may  prevent  the  pleafure 
you  have,  and  may  give  the  world  in  writing  upon 
new  fubje&s  of  your  own,  whereby  you  will  much 
better  entertain  yourfelf  and  others.  Now  as  to  your 
remarks  upon  the  whole  volume  of  my  papers  j  all 
that  I  defire  of  you  is  to  mark  in  the  margin  (with- 
out defacing  the  copy  at  all)  either  any  repetition  of 
words,  matter,  or  fenfe,  or  any  thoughts,  or  words 
too  much  repeated ;  which  if  you  will  be  fo  kind  as 
to  do  for  me,  you  will  fupply  my  want  of  Memory 
with  your  good  one,  and  my  deficiencies  of  fenfe, 
with  the  infallibility  of  yours;  which  if  you  do, 
you  will  moft  infinitely  oblige  me,  who  almoft  re- 
pent the  trouble  I  have  given  you,  fmce  fo  much. 
Now  as  to  what  you  call  freedom  with  me,  (which 
you  defire  me  to  forgive)  you  may  be  aflur'd  I  would 
not  forgive  you  unlefs  you  did  ufe  it ;  for  I  am  fo 
far  from  thinking  your  plainnefs  an  offence  to  me, 
that  I  think  it  a  charity  and  an  obligation  ;  which  I 
fhall  always  acknowledge,  with  all  fort  of  gratitude 
to  you  for  it ;  who  am,  &c. 

All  the  news  I  have  to  fend  you,  is,  that  poor  Mr. 
Betterton  is  going  to  make  h  s  Exit  from  the  ftage 
of  this  world,  the  Gout  being  gotten  up  into  his 
head,  and  (as  the  Phyficians  fay)  will  certainly  cair 
ry  him  off  fuddenly. 


L  E  T- 
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LETTER    XXVI. 

May  2,  1710. 

I  AM  forry  you  perfift  to  take  ill  my  not  accepting 
your  invitation,  and  to  find  (if  I  miftake  not) 
your  exception  not  unmix'd  with  fome  fufpicion. 
Be  certain  I  fliall  moft  carefully  obferve  your  requeft, 
not  to  crofs  over,  or  deface  the  copy  of  your  papers 
for  the  future,  and  only  to  mark  in  the  margin  the 
Repetitions.  But  as  this  can  ferve  no  further  than 
to  get  rid  of  thofe  repetitions,  and 'no  way  rectify 
the  Method,  or  conned  the  Matter,  nor  improve 
the  Poetry  in  expreflion  or  numbers,  without  further 
blotting,  adding,  and  altering ;  fo  it  really  is  my 
opinion  and  defire,  that  you  fhould  take  your  papers 
out  of  my  hands  into  your  own,  and  that  no  altera- 
tions may  be  made  but  when  both  of  us  are  prefent ; 
when  you  may  be  fatisfied  with  £v*ery  blot,  as  well 
as  every  addition,  and  nothing  be  put  upon  the  pa- 
pers but  what  you  fhall  give  your  own  fan&ion  and 
aflent  to,  at  the  fame  time. 

Do  not  be  fo  unjuft,  as  to  imagine  from  hence 
that  I  would  decline  any  part  of  this  taflc  ;  on  the 
contrary  you  know,  I  have  been  at  the  pains  of 
tranfcribing  fome  pieces,  at  once  to  comply  with 
your  defire  of  not  defacing  the  copy,  and  yet  to  lofe 
no  time  in  proceeding  upon  the  correction.  I  will 
go  on  the  fame  way,  if  you  pleafe  ;  tho'  truly  it  is 
(as  I  have  often  told  you)  my  fincere  opinion,  that 
the  greater  part  would  make  a  much  better  figure  as 
Single  Maxims  and  Reflections  in  profe,  after  the 
manner  of  your  favourite  Rochefoucault,  than  in 
verfe  *  :  And  this,  when  nothing  more  is  done  but 

*  Mr.  Wycherley  lived  five  years  after,  to  Decem- 
ber, 1715,  but  little  progrefs  was  made  in  this  defign, 
thro'  his  Old  age,  and  the  increafe  of  his  infirmities. 

D  4  marking 
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marking  the  repetitions  in  the  margin,  will  be  an 
eafy  tafk  to  proceed  upon,  notwithftanding  the  bad 
Memory  you  complain  of.  I  am  unfeignedly,  dear 
Sir,  Your,  &c. 

A.  POPE. 

However,  fome  of  the  Verfes,  which  had  been  touch' d 
by  Mr.  P.  with  ccc  vm  of  thefe  Maxims  in  Profe  were 
found  among  his  papers,  which  having  the  misfortune  to 
fall  into  the  hands  of  a  Mercenary,  were  publimed  in 
1728  in  oftavo,  under  the  Title  of  The  Polthumous 
Works  of  William  Wycherley,  Efq;  P. 
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LETTERS 

TO    AND    FROM 

W.    W   A    L    S    H*5    Efq. 

From  the  Year   1705  to    1707. 

LETTER    I. 
Mr.  WA  L  s  H  to  Mr.  WYCHERLEY. 

April  20,  1705. 


Return  you  the  f  Papers  you  favour'd  me  with, 
had 


I  and  had  fent  them  to  you  yefterday  morning, 
but  that  I  thought  to  have  brought  them  to  you 
laft  night  myfelf.  I  have  read  them  over  feveral 
times  with  great  fatisfaclion.  The  Preface  is  very 
judicious  and  very  learned  ;  and  the  Verfes  very  ten- 
der and  eafy.  The  Author  feems  to  have  a  parti- 

*  Of  Abberley  in  Worcefterfhire,  Gentleman  of  the 
Horfe  in  Queen  Anne's  reign,  Author  of  fevc:a;  beauti- 
ful pieces  in  Profe  and  Verfe,  and  in  the  opinion  of  Mr. 
Dryden  (in  his  Poftlciipt  to  Virgil)  thebeft  Critic  of  our 
Nation  in  his  time.  P. 

Mr.  Walfh  encouraged  our  Author  much,  and  ufed  to 
tell  him,  That  there  was  one  way  of  excelling  yet  lefc 
open  for  him,  which  was  by  correflKefs:  tha;  the/ we  had 
feveral  great  poets,  we  had  none  that  were  correS  ;  and 
therefore  he  advifed  him  to  make  this  his  fludy. 

•j-  Mr.  Pope's  Paftorals.  P. 

cular 
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cular  genius  for  that  kind  of  poetry,  and  a  Judg- 
ment that  much  exceeds  the  years  you  told  me  he 
was  of.  He  has  taken  very  freely  from  the  ancients, 
but  what  he  has  mix'd  of  his  own  with  theirs,  is 
not  inferior  to  what  he  has  taken  from  them. 
'Tis  no  flattery  at  all  to  fay,  that  Virgil  had  written 
nothing  fo  good  at  his  age  *.  I  mail  take  it  as  a 
favour  if  you  will  bring  me  acquainted  with  him  : 
and  if  he  will  give  himfelf  the  trouble  any  morning 
to  call  at  my  houfe,  I  mail  be  very  glad  to  read  the 
verfes  over  with  him,  and  give  him  my  opinion  of 
the  particulars  more  largely  than  I  can  well  do  in 
this  letter.  I  am,  Sir,  &c. 


LETTER    II. 
Mr.  WALSH  to  Mr.  POPE. 

June  24,  1706. 

IRecciv'd  the  favour  of  your  letter,  and  mail  be 
very  glad  of  the  continuance  of  a  correfpon- 
dence  by  which  I  am  like  to  be  fo  great  a  gainer.  I 
hope,  when  I  have  the  happinefs  of  feeing  you 
again  in  London,  not  only  to  read  over  the  verfes  I 
have  now  of  yours,  but  more  that  you  have  written 
fmce ;  for  I  make  no  doubt  but  any  one  who  writes 
fo  well,  muft  write  more.  Not  that  I  think  the 
moft  voluminous  poets  always  the  beft  ;  I  believe  the 
contrary  is  rather  true.  I  mention'd  fomewhat  to 
you  in  London  of  a  Paftoral  Comedy,  which  I 
{hould  be  glad  to  hear  you  had  thought  upon  fmce. 
I  find  Menage  in  his  obfervations  upon  Tailb's 
Aminta,  reckons  up  fourfcore  paftoral  plays  in  Ita- 
lian :  and  in  looking  over  my  old  Italian  books,  I 
find  a  great  many  paftoral  and  pifcatory  plays, 
which,  I  fuppofe,  Menage  reckons  together.  I  find 

*  Sixteen.         P. 

alfo 
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alfo  by  Menage,  that  Taflb  is  not  the  firft  that  writ 
in  that  kind,  he  mentioning  another  before  him 
which  he  himfelf  had  never  feen,  nor  indeed  have 
I.  But  as  the  Aminta,  Paftor  Fido,  and  Filli  di 
Sciro  of  Bonarelli  are  the  three  beft,  fo,  I  think, 
there  is  no  difpute  but  Aminta  is  the  beft  of  the 
three  :  not  but  that  the  difcourfes  in  Paftor  Fido  are 
more  entertaining  and  copious  in  feveral  people's 
opinion,  tho'  not  fo  proper  for  paftoral ;  and  the 
fable  of  Bonarelli  more  furprizing.  I  do  not  re- 
member many  in  other  languages,  that  have  written 
in  this  kind  with  fuccefs.  Racan's  Bergeries  are 
much  inferior  to  his  lyric  poems;  and  the  Spaniards 
are  all  too  full  of  conceits.  Rapin  will  have  the 
defign  of  paftoral  plays  to  be  taken  from  the  Cyclops 
of  Euripides.  I  am  fure  there  is  nothing  of  this 
kind  in  Englifh  worth  mentioning,  and  therefore 
you  have  that  field  open  to  yourfelf.  You  fee  I 
write  to  you  without  any  fort  of  conftraint  or 
method,  as  things  come  into  my  head,  and  therefore 
life  the  fame  freedom  with  me,  who  am,  &c. 


LETTER    III. 
To  Mr.  W  A  L  s  H. 

Wind  for- Foreft,  July  2,  1706. 

I  Cannot  omit  the  firft  opportunity  of  making  you 
my  acknowledgments  for  reviewing  thofe  papers 
of  mine.  You  have  no  lefs  right  to  correcl:  me, 
than  the  fame  hand  that  rais'd  a  tree  has  to  prune  it. 
I  am  convinced  as  well  as  you,  that  one  may  cor- 
recl: too  much  ;  for  in  poetry,  as  in  painting,  a  man 
may  lay  colours  one  upon  another,  till  they  ftiften 
and  deaden  the  piece.  Befides,  to  beftow  heighten- 
ing on  every  part  is  monftrous  :  fame  parts  ought,  to 

be 
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be  lower  than  the  reft  ;  and  nothing  looks  more  ri- 
diculous than  a  work,  where  the  thoughts,  however 
different  in  their  own  nature,  feem  all  on  a  level  : 
'tis  like  a  meadow  newly  mown,  where  weeds,  grafs, 
and  flowers,  are  all  laid  even,  and  appear  undiftin- 
guifh'd,  I  believe  too  that  fometimes  our  firft 
thoughts  are  the  beft,  as  the  firft  fqueezing  of  the 
grapes  makes  the  fmcft  and  richeft  wine. 

I  have  not  attempted  any  thing  of  a  Paftoral  co- 
medy, becaufe,  I  think,  the  tafte  of  our  ,age  will 
not  relifh  a  poem  of  that  fort.  People  feek  for  what 
they  call  wit,  on  all  fubjedls,  and  in  all  places ;  not 
confidering  that  nature  loves  truth  fo  well,  that  it 
hardly  ever  admits  of  flourifhing:  Conceit  is  to  na- 
ture what  paint  is  to  beauty  ;  it  is  not  only  need- 
lefs,  but  impairs  what  it  would  improve.  There 
is  a  certain  majefty  in  fimplicity  which  is  far  above 
all  the  quaintnefs  of  wit :  infomuch  that  the  critics 
have  excluded  wit  from  the  loftieft  poetry,  as  well 
as  the  loweft,  and  forbid  it  to  the  Epic  no  lefs  than 
the  Paftoral.  I  mould  certainly  difpleafe  all  thofe 
who  are  charm'd  with  Guarini  and  Bonarelli,  and' 
imitate  Tailb  not  only  in  the  fimplicity  of  his 
Thoughts,  but  in  that  of  the  Fable  too.  If  fur- 
prifing  difcoveries  mould  have  place  in  the  ftoryof  a 
paftoral  comedy,  I  believe  it  would  be  more  agree- 
able to  probability  to  make  them  the  effe&s  of  chance 
than  of  defign ;  intrigue  not  being  very  confident 
with  that  innocence,  which  ought  to  conftitute  a 
Shepherd's  character.  There  is  nothing  in  all  the 
Aminta  (as  I  remember)  but  happens  by  mere  ac- 
cident ;  unlefs  it  be  the  meeting  of  Aminta  with  Syl- 
via at  the  fountain,  which  is  the  contrivance  of 
Daphne ;  and  even  that  is  the  moft  fimple  in  the 
world  :  the  contrary  is  obfervable  in  Paftor  Fido, 
where  Corifca  is  To  perfect  a  miftrefs  of  intrigue, 
that  the  plot  could  not  have  been  brought  to  pafs 
-without  her.  I  am  inclin'd  to  think  the  paftoral 

comedy 
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comedy  has  another  difadvantage,  as  to  the  manners: 
its  general  defign  is  to  make  us  in  love  with  the  in- 
nocence of  a  rural  life,  fo  that  to  introduce  (hep- 
herds  of  a  vicious  character  muft  in  fome  mcafure 
debafe  it ;  and  hence  it  may  come  to  pafs,  that  even 
the  virtuous  characters  will  not  mine  fo  much,  for 
want  of  being  oppos'd  to  their  contraries.  Thefe 
thoughts  are  purely  my  own,  and  therefore  I  have 
reafon  to  doubt  them :  but  I  hope  your  judgment 
will  fet  me  right. 

I  would  beg  your  opinion  too  as  to  another  point: 
it  is,  how  far  the  liberty  of  borrowing  may  extend? 
I  have  defended  it  fometimes  by  faying,  that  it  feems 
not  fo  much  the  perfection  of  fenfe  *,  to  fay  things 
that  had  never  been  faid  before,  as  to  exprefs  thole 
beft  that  have  been  faid  ofteneft  ;  and  that  writers, 
in  the  cafe  of  borrowing  from  others,  are  like  trees 
which  of  themfelves  would  produce  only  one  fort  of 
fruit,  but  by  being  grafted  upon  others  may  yield 
variety.  A  mutual  commerce  makes  poetry  flourifli ; 
but  then  poets,  like  merchants,  fhould  repay  with 
fomcthing  of  their  own  what  they  take  from  others  ; 
not,  like  pyrates,  make  prize  of  all  they  meet.  I  de- 
firc  you  to  tell  me  fincerely,  if  I  have  not  ftretch'd 
this  licence  too  far  in  thefe  Paftorals  ?  I  hope  to  be- 
come a  critic  by  your  precepts,  and  a  poet  by  your 
example.  Since  I  have  feen  your  Eclogues,  I  can- 
not be  much  pleas'd  with  my  own  ;  however,  you 
have  not  taken  away  all  my  vanity,  fo  long  as  you 
give  me  leave  to  profefs  myfelf  Yours,  &c. 

*  He  fl.ould  rather  have  faid,  the  perfeStion  of  con- 
ception. 


L  E  T 
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LETTER    IV. 
From  Mr.  WA  L  s  n. 

July  20,  1706. 

I  Had  fooner  return'd  you  thanks  for  the  favour  of 
your  letter,  but  that  I  was  in  hopes  of  giving 
you  an  account  at  the  fame  time  of  my  journey  to 
Windfor  ;  but  I  am  now  forced  to  put  that  quite  off, 
being  engaged  to  go  to  my  corporation  of  Richmond 
in  Yorldhire.     I   think   you  are   perfectly  in  the 
right  in  your  notions  of  Paftoral ;  but  I  am  of  opi- 
nion, that  the  redundancy  of  wit  you  mention,  tho' 
'tis  what  pleafes  the  common  people,  is  not  what 
ever  pleafes  the  beft  judges.     Paftor  Fido  indeed  has 
had  more  admirers  than  Aminta  j  but  I  will  venture 
to  fay,  there  is  a  great  deal  of  difference  between 
the  admirers  of  one  and  the  other.     Corifca,  which 
is  a  character  generally  admir'd  by   the  ordinary 
judges,  is  intolerable  in  a  Paftoral ;  and  Bonarelli's 
fancy  of  making  his  fhepherdels  in  love  with  two 
men  equally,  is  not  to  be  defended,  whatever  pains 
he  has  taken  to  do  it.     As  for  what  you  afk  of  the 
liberty  of  Borrowing  ;  'tis  very  evident  the  beft  Latin 
Poets  have  extended  this  very  far ;  and  none  fo  far 
as  Virgil,  who  is  the  beft  of  them.     As  for  the 
Greek  Poets,  if  we  cannot  trace  them  fo  plainly, 
'tis  perhaps  becaufe  we  have  none  before  them ;  'tis 
evident  that  moft  of  them  borrowed  from  Homer, 
and  Homer  has  been  accus'd  of  burning  thofe  that 
wrote  before  him,  that  his  thefts  might  not  be  dif- 
cover'd.     The  beft  of  the  modern  Poets  in  all  lan- 
guages, are  thofe  that  have  the  neareft  copied  the 
Ancients.     Indeed  in  all  the  common  fubje&s  of 
Poetry,  the  thoughts  are  fo  obvious  (at  leaft  if  they 
are  natural)  that  whoever  writes  laft,  mult-  write 

things 
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things  like  what  have  been  faid  before :  But  they 
may  as  well  applaud  the  Ancients  for  the  arts  of  eat- 
ing and  drinking,  and  accufe  the  moderns  of  hav- 
ing ftolen  thofe  inventions  from  them ;  it  being  evi- 
dent in  all  fuch  cafes,  that  whoever  liv'd  firft,  mufl: 
faft  find  them  out.  'Tis  true,  indeed,  when 

Ufrus  et  after 
Affuitur  pannuS) 

when  there  are  one  or  two  bright  thoughts  ftolen, 
and  all  the  reft  is  quite  different  from  it,  a  poern 
makes  a  very  foolifh  figure :  But  when  'tis  all  melted 
down  together,  and  the  Gold  of  the  Ancients  fo 
mix'd  with  that  of  the  Moderns,  that  none  can  dif- 
tinguim  the  one  from  the  other,  I  can  never  find 
fault  with  it.  I  cannot  however  but  own  to  you, 
that  there  are  others  of  a  different  opinion,  and  that 
I  have  (hewn  your  verfes  to  fome  who  have  made 
that  objection  to  them.  I  have  fo  much  company 
round  me  while  I  write  this,  and  fuch  a  noife  in  my 
ears,  that  'tis  impoflible  I  (hould  write  any  thing 
but  nonfenfe,  fo  muft  break  off  abruptly.  I  am, 
Sir, 

Your  mojt  affectionate, 

and  mojl  bumble  Servant. 


LETTER    V. 
From  Mr.  WALSH. 

Sept.  9,  1706. 

A  T  my  return  from  the  North  I  receiv'd  the  fa- 
j£""\_  vour  of  your  letter,  which  had  lain  there  till 
then.  Having  been  abfent  about  fix  weeks,  I  read 
over  your  Paftorals  again,  with  a  great  deal  of  plea- 
fure,  and  to  judge  the  better  read  Virgil's  Eclogues, 

and 
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and  Spenfer's  Calendar,  at  the  fame  time  ;  and,  I 
aflure  you,  I  continue  the  fame  opinion  I  had  always 
of  them.     By  the  little  hints  you  take  upon  all  oc- 
cafions  to  improve  them,  'tis  probable  you  will  make 
them  yet  better  againft  winter  ;  tho'  there  is  a  mean 
to  be  kept  even  in  that  too,  and  a  man  may  correct 
his  verfes  till  he  takes  away  the  true  fpirit  of  them ; 
efpecially  if  he  fubmits  to  the  correction  of  fome 
who  pafs  for  great  Critics,  by  mechanical  rules,  and 
never  enter   into   the  true  defign  and  Genius  of  an 
Author.     T  have  feen   fome  of  thefe,  that  would 
hardly  allow  any  one  good  Ode  in  Horace,  who  cry 
.Virgil  wants  fancy,  and  that  Homer  is  very  incor- 
rect.    While  they  talk  at  this  rate,  one  would  think 
them  above  the  common  rate  of  mortals :    but  ge- 
nerally they  are  great  admirers  of  Ovid  and  Lucan  j 
and  when  they  write  themfelves,  we  find  out  all  the 
myftcry.     They  fcan  their  verlcs  upon  their  fingers ; 
run  after  Conceits  and  glaring  thoughts  ;  their  po- 
«ms  are  all  made  up  of  Couplets,  of  which  the  firA 
may  be  lair,  or  the  laii  h'rlr,   without  any  fort  of 
prejudice  to  their  works  \  in  which  there  is  no  de- 
fic;n,  or  method,  or  any  thing  natural  or  juft.     For 
you  are  certa'nly  in  the  right,  that  in  all  writings 
whatfocver  (not  poetry  only)  nature   is  to   be  fol- 
low'd;  and  we  mould  be  jealous  of  ourfelves  for  be- 
ing fond  of  Similies,  Conceits,  and  what  they  call 
faying  fine  Things.     When  we  were  in  the  North, 
my  I^ord  Wharton  fhewM  me   a  letter  he  had  rc- 
ceiv'd  from  a  certain  great  General  in  Spain  *  ;  I 
Old  him  I  would  by  all  means  have  that  General  re- 
call'd,  and  ftt  to  writing  here  at  home,  for  it  was  im- 
poflihle  that  a  man  with  fo  much  Wit  as  he  fhew'd, 
could  be  fit  to  command  an  Army,  or  do  any  other 
bufmefs  f.     As  for  what  you  %  of  Expreflion  :  'tis 

-  The  E.irl  of  Pctcrtoro-.v. 

4  JYk.  \V.ii ;Vs  Remark  will  bethought  very  innocent, 

2  indeed; 
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indeed  the  fame  thing  to  Wit,  as  Drefs  is  to  Beauty : 
I  have  feen  many  women  over-drefs'd,  and  feveral 
look  better  in  a  carelefs  night-gown,  with  their  hair 
about  their  ears,  than  Mademoiselle  Spanheim  drefs'd 
for  a  ball.  I  do  not  defign  to  be  in  London  till  to- 
wards the  parliament :  then  •!  fhall  certainly  be 
there ;  and  hope  by  that  time  you  will  have  fmifh'd 
your  Paftorals  as  you  would  have  them  appear  in  the 
world,  and  particularly  the  third,  of  Autumn,  which 
I  have  not  yet  feen.  Your  laft  Eclogue  being  upon 
the  fame  fubject  as  that  of  mine  on  Mrs.  Tempeft's 
Death,  I  fhou'd  take  it  very  kindly  in  you  to  give  it 
a  little  turn,  as  if  it  were  to  the  Memory  of  the  fame 
Lady,  if  they  were  not  written  for  fome  particular 
Woman  whom  you  would  make  immortal.  You 
may  take  occafion  to  fliew  the  difference  between 
Poets  Miftrefles,  and  other  mens.  I  only  hint  this, 
which  you  may  either  do,  or  let  alone,  juft  as  you 
think  fit.  I  fhall  be  very  rn^uch  pleas'd  to  fee  you 
again  in  Town,  and  to  hear  from  you  in  the  mean 
time.  I  am,  with  very  much  efteem, 

Your,  &c. 


LETTER    VI. 

oa.22, 1706. 

AFTER  the  thoughts  I  have  already  lent  you 
J^\_  on  the  fubject  of  Englifla  Verification,  you 
cfefire  my  opinion  as  to  feme  farther  particulars. 
There  are  indeed  certain  Niceties,  which,  tho'  not 
much  obferved  even  by  correct  v^rfifiers,  I  cannot 
but  think,  deferve  to  be  better  regarded. 

when  the  reaier  is  informed  that   it  was  made  on  the 

Earl  of  Peterborow,  juft  before  the  glorious  campaigns 

,pf  Barcelona  and  Valentia.  JP« 

VOL.  VII.  E  i.  ft 
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r.  It  is  not  enough  that  nothing  offends  the  ear, 
but  a  good  poet  will  adapt  the  very  Sounds,  as  well 
as  Words,  to  the  things  he  treats  of.  So  that  there  is 
(if  one  may  exprefs  it  fo)  a  Style  of  Sound.  As  in 
defcribing  a  gliding  ftream,  the  numbers  fhould  run 
eafy  and  flowing  ;  in  defcribing  a  rough  torrent  or 
deluge,  fonorous  and  fwelling,  and  fo  of  the  reft. 
This  is  evident  every  where  in  Homer  and  Vir- 
gil, and  no  where  elfe,  that  I  know  of,  to  any  ob- 
lervable  degree.  The  following  examples  will  make 
this  plain,  which  I  have  taken  from  Vlda. 

Afolle  viam  taclto  laffo  per  lev'ia  radit. 

Incedit  tardo  molimine  fubfidendo. 

Luff  antes  vento;,  tcmpe/latefque  fonoras. 

Immenfy  cvmprtzcipitans  ritit  Oceano  Nex. 

Tclum  imbellefine  iftu,  conjecit. 

lolle  moraS)  cape  fa  xa  rnanu,  cape  robora^  PaJJor. 

Fertt  citi  flammasj  data  te'a,  repellite  pejlem. 

This,  I  think,  is  what  very  few  obferve  in  practice, 
and  is  undoubtedly  of  wonderful  force  in  imprinting 
the  image  on  the  reader  :  We  have  one  excellent  ex- 
ample of  it  in  our  language,  Mr.  Dryden's  Ode  on 
St.  Caecilia's  day,  entitled,  Alexander's  Fcajl. 

2.  Every  nice  ear  muft  (I  believe)  have  obferv'd, 
that  in  any  ffnooth  Englifh  verfe  of  ten  fyllables, 
there  is  naturally  a  Paufe  at  the  fourth,  fifth,  or 
fixth  fyllable.  It  is  upon  thefe  the  car  reih,  and 
upon  the  judicious  change  and  management  of  which 
depends  the  variety  of  verfifkation.  For  example, 

At  the  fifth. 

ll/herier  thy  navy  \  fpreadi  her  canvafs  wings, 
At  the  fourth. 

Homage  to  tbee  \  and  peace  to  alljhe  brings. 
At  the  fixth. 

Like  i 'raffs  of  leverets  \  in  morning  f now. 

Now 
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Now  I  fancy,  that,  to  prefcrve  an  exact  Harmony 
and  Variety,  the  Paufe  at  the  4th  or  6th  fhould 
not  be  continued  ahove  three  lines  together,  without 
the  interpofition  of  another ;  elfe  it  will  be  apt  to 
weary  the  ear  with  one  continued  tone,  at  Jeaft  it 
does  mine  :  That  at  the  5th  runs  quicker,  and  car- 
ries not  quite  fo  dead  a  weight,  fo  tires  not  fo  muchj 
tho'  it  be  continued  longer. 

3.  Another  nicety  is  in  relation  to  Expletives, 
whether  words  or  fyllables,  which  are  made  ufe  of 
purely  to  fupply  a  vacancy  :  Do  before  verbs  plural 
is  ablolutely  fuch  ;  and  it  is  not  improbable  but  fu- 
ture refiners  may  explode  did  and  does  in  the  fame 
manner,  which  are  almoft  always  ufed  for  the  fake 
of  rhime.     The  fame  caufe  has  occafioncd  the  pro- 
mifcuous  ufe  of  you  and  thou  to  the  fame  perfon, 
which  can  never  found  fo  graceful  as  either  one  or 
the  other. 

4.  I  would  alfo  object  to  the  irruption  of  Alexan- 
drine verfes,  of  twelve'  fyllables,  which,    I   think, 
ihould  never  be  allow'd  but  when  feme  remarkable 
beauty  or  propriety  in  them  atones  for  the  liberty  : 
Mr.  Dryden  has  been  too  free  of  thefe,  efpecial!y 
in  his  latter  works.     I  am  of  the  fame  opinion  as  to 
Triple  Rhimes. 

5.  I  could  equally  object  to  the  Repetition  of  the 
fame  Rhimes  within  four  or  fix  lines  of  each  other, 
as  tirefome  to  the  ear  thro'  their  Monotony. 

6.  Monofyllable  Lines,  unlefs  very  artfully  ma- 
naged, areftiff,  or  languifhing  :  but  may  be  beauti- 
ful to  exprefs  Melancholy,  Slownefs,  or  Labour. 

7.  To  come  to  the  Hiatus,  or  Gap  between  two 
words,  which  is  caus'd  by  two  vo\*els  opening  on 
each  other  (upon  which  you  defire  me  to  be  parti- 
cular) I  think  the  rule  in  this  cafe  is  either  to  ufe  the 
Caefura,  or  admit  the  Hiatus,  iuft  as  the  ear  is  leaft 

E  a  ihock'd 
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{hock'd  by  either :  For  the  Carfura  fometimes  offends 
the  ear  more  than  the  Hiatus  itfelf,  and  our  lan- 
guage is  naturally  overcharg'd  with  confonants  :  As 
for  example ;  If  in  this  verfe, 

The  old  have  Infrejl  ever  in  their  eye, 
we  fhould  fay,  to  avoid  the  Hiatus, 
But  tV  old  have  infreft. 

The  Hiatus  which  has  the  worft  efFeft,  is  when 
one  word  ends  with  the  fame  vowel  that  begins  the 
following  5  and  next  to  this,  thofe  vowels  whofe 
founds  come  neareft  to  each  other,  are  moft  to  be 
avoided.  O,  A,  or  U,  will  bear  a  more  full  and 
graceful  found  than  E,  I,  or  Y.  I  know,  fome 
people  will  think  thefe  Obfervations  trivial,  and 
therefore  I  am  glad  to  corroborate  them  by  fome 
great  authorities,  which  I  have  met  with  in  Tully 
and  Quintilian.  In  the  fourth  book  of  Rhetoric  to 
Herennius,  are  thefe  words-:  Fng'iemus  crebras  vow 
Hum  concur/tones^  qua  vajlam  atque  hiantem  reddunt 
crationem  ;  ut  hoc  eft,  Baccts  anea  amcenijfima  impen+ 
debant.  And  Quintilian,  1.  ix.  cap.  4.  Vocalium 
concur  f  us  cum  accidit,  hi  at  &  interji/lit,  &  qua  ft  labo- 
rat  oratio.  Peffimk  long*  qua  eafdem  inter  fe  lit  eras 
committunty  fonabunt :  Pracipuus  tamen  erit  hiatus 
earum  qua  cavo  aut  patulo  ore  efferuntur.  E  plenior 
titera  eft*  I  angujlior.  But  he  goes  on  to  reprove  the 
excefs  on  the  other  hand  of  being  too  folicitous  in 
this  matter,  and  fays  admirably,  Nefcio  an  ncgligtn- 
tia.  in  hoc^  aut  folicitudo fit  fejor.  So  likewife  Tully 
(Orator,  ad  Brut.}  Theopompumreprehendunt,  quod  eas 
Uteras  tanto  operefugerit^  etfi  idem  rnagifler  ejus  So- 
.crates:  which  laft  author,  as  Turn|bus  on  Quinti- 
lian obferves,  |jas  hardly  one  Hiatus  in  all  his  works. 
Quintilian  tells  us,  that  Tully  and  Demofthenes  did 
not  much  obferve  this  nicety,  tho'  Tully  himfelf 
&ys  in  his  Orator,  Crebra  ifla  vocum  (oncurfii,  quam 

magna 
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wagna  ex  parte  vitiofam^fugit  Demoflhenes.  If  I  am 
not  miftaken,  Malherbe  of  all  the  moderns  has  been 
the  moft  fcrupulous  in  this  point;  and  I  think  Me- 
nage in  his  observations  upon  him  fays,  he  has  not 
one  in  his  poems.  To  conclude,  I  believe  the  Hiatus 
fhould  be  avoided  with  more  care  in  poetry  than  in 
Oratory ;  and  I  would  conftantly  try  to  prevent  it, 
unlefs  where  the  cutting  it  off  is  more  prejudicial  to 
the  found  than  the  Hiatus  itfelf.  I  am,  &c. 

A.  Po  P  E. 

Mr.  Walfh  died  at  forty-nine  years  old,  in  the  year 
1708,  the  year  before  the  Eflay  on  Criticifm  was  print- 
ed, which  concludes  with  his  Elogy.  P. 
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TO    AND    FROM 

H-   CROMWELL,   Efq, 

From  the  Year  1708  to  1711, 

LETTER    I. 

March  18,  5708. 

1  Believe  it  was  with  me  when  I  left  the  Town, 
as  it  is  with  a  great  many  men  when  they  leave 
the  World,  whofe  lofs  itfelf  they  do  not  fo  much 
regret,  a§  that  of  their  friends  whom  they  leave  be- 
hind in  it.  For  I  do  not  know  one  thing  for  which 
I  can  envy  London,  but  for  your  continuing  there. 
Yet  I  guefs  you  will  expect  me  to  recant  this  expref- 
fion,  when  I  tell  you  that  Sappho  (by  which  heathen- 
ifh  name  you  have  chriftcn'd  a  very  orthodox  Lady) 
did  not  accompany  me  into  the  Country.  Well, 
you  have  your  Lady  in  the  Town  ftill,  and  I  have 
my  Heart  in  the  Country  ftill,  which  being  wholly 
unemployed  as  yet,  has  the  more  room  in  it  fo*  my 
friends,  and  does  not  want  a  corner  at  your  ervice. 
You  have  extremely  obliged  me  by  your  frankne  s  and 
kindnefs  j  and  if  I  have  abus'd  it  by  too  much  free- 
dom on  my  part,  I  hope  you  will  attribute  it  to  the 
natural  opennefs  of  my  temper,  which  hardly  knows 
how  to  fliow  Refpeft,  where  it  feels  Affection.  I 

would 
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would  love  my  Friend,  as  my  Miftrefs,  without  cere- 
mony j  and  hope  a  little  rough  ufage  (bine-times  may 
not  be  more  difpleafing  to  the  one,  than  it  is  to  the 
other. 

If  you  have  any  curiofity  to  know  in  what  man- 
ner I  live,  or  rather  lofe  a  life,  Martial  will  inform 
you  in  one  line : 

Prandee,  paio,  cano,  ludot  lego,   caeno,   quiefci. 

Every  day  with  me  is  literally  another  yefterday, 
for  it  is  exa&ly  the  fame  :  It  has  the  fame  bufmefs, 
which  is  Poetry,  and  the  fame  pleafure,  which  is 
Idlenefs.  A  man  might  indeed  pafs  his  time  much 
better,  but  I  queftion  if  any  man  could  pafs  it  much 
cafier.  If  you  will  vifit  our  (hades  this  fpring,  which 
I  very  much  defire,  you  may  perhaps  inftruft  me  to 
manage  my  game  more  wifely  j  but  at  prefent  I  am 
fatisfy'd  to  trifle  away  my  time  any  way,  rather  than 
let  it  ftick  by  me  ;  as  (hop-keepers  are  glad  to  be 
rid  of  thofe  goods  at  any  rate,  which  would  other' 
wife  always  be  lying  upon  their  hands. 

Sir,  if  you  will  favour  me  fometimes  with  your 
letters,  it  will  be  a  great  fatisfadion  to  me  on  feve- 
ral  accounts ;  and  on  this  in  particular,  that  it  will 
ihow  me  (to  my  comfort)  that  even  a  wife  man  is 
fometimes  very  idle ;  for  fo  you  muft  needs  be  when 
you  can  find  leifure  to  write  to 

Your,  &c. 


LETTER    II. 

April  27,  1708. 

I  Have  nothing  to  fay  to  you  in  this  letter  j  but  I 
was  refolv'd  to  write  to  tell  you  fo.    Why  mould 
not  I  content  myfelf  with  fo  many  great  Examples 
of  deep  Divines,  profound  Cafuifts,  grave  Philofo- 
phers  j  who  have  written,  not  letters  only,  but  whole 
E  4  Tome 
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Tomes  and  voluminous  Treatifes  about  Nothing  ? 
"Why  mould  a  fellow  like  me,  \vho  all  his  life  does 
nothing,  be  afham'd  to  write  nothing  ;  and  that  to 
one  who  has  nothing  to  do  but  to  read  it  ?  But  per- 
haps you'll  fay,  the  whole  world  has  fomething  to 
do,  fomething  to  talk  of,  fomething  to  wifh  for, 
fomething  to  be  employ'd  about :  But  pray,  Sir,  caft 
up  the  account,  put-  all  thefe  fomethings  together, 
and  what  is  the  fum  total  but  juft  nothing  ?  I  have 
no  more  to  fay,  but  to  defire  you  to  give  my  fervice 
(that  is  nothing)  to  your  friends,  and  to  believe  that 
I  am  nothing  more  than 

Your,  &c. 

Ex  nihUo  till  fit.  LucR. 


LETTER    III. 

May  10,  1708. 

YO  U  talk  of  fame  and  glory,  and  of  the  great 
men  of  Antiquity  :  Pray,  tell  me,  what  are 
all  your  great  dead  men,  but  fo  many  living  letters  ? 
What  a  vaft  reward  is  here  for  all  the  ink  wafted  by 
Writers,  and  all  the  blood  fpilt  by  Princes  ?  There 
was  in  old  time  one  Severus  a  Roman  Emperor.  I 
dare  fay  you  never  call'd  him  by  any  other  name  in 
your  life  :  and  yet  in  his  days  he  was  ftyled  Lucius, 
Septimius,  Severus,  Pius,  Pertinax,  Auguftus,  Par- 
thicus,  Adiabenicus,  Arabicus,  Maximus,  and  what 
not  ?  What  a  prodigious  wafte  of  letters  has  time 
made  !  what  a  number  have  here  dropt  off,  and  left 
the  poor  furviving  feven  unattended  !  For  my  own 
part,  four  are  alfl  have  to  take  care  for ;  and  I'll  be 
judg'd  by  you  if  any  man  could  live  in  lefs  compafs  ? 
Well,  for  the  future  I'll  drown  all  high- thoughts  in 
the  Lethe  of  cowflip-wine  ;  as  for  Fame,  Renown, 
Reputation,  take  'em  Critics ! 

Tradam 
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Tradam  proteruis  in  Mare  Criticum 
Mentis. 

If  ever  I  feek  for  Immortality  here,  may  I  be 
damn'd,  for  there's  not  fo  much  danger  in  a  Poet's 
being  damn'd  : 

Damnation  follows  death  in  other  men, 
But  your  damn'd  Poet  lives  and  writes  agen. 


LETTER    IV. 

Nov.  i,  1708:. 

I  Have  been  fo  well  fatisfied  with  the  Country  ever 
fince  I  faw  you,  that  I  have  not  once  thought  of 
the  Town,  or  enquir'd  of  any  one  in  it  befides  Mr. 
Wycherly  and  yourfelf.  And  from  him  I  under- 
ftand  of  your  journey  this  fummer  into  Leicefter- 
fhire ;  from  whence  1  guefs  you  are  return'd  by  this 
time,  to  your  old  apartment  in  the  widow's  corner, 
to  your  old  bufmefs  of  comparing  Critics,  and  re- 
conciling Commentators,  and  to  your  old  diverfions 
of  lofing  a  game  at  picquet  with  the  ladies,  and  half 
a  play,  or  a  quarter  of  a  play,  at  the  theatre  :  where 
you  are  none  of  the  malicious  audience,  but  the 
chief  of  amorous  fpe&atorsj  and  for  the  infirmity 
of  one  *  fenfe,  which  there,  for  the  moft  part,  could 
only  ferve  to  difguft  you,  enjoy  the  vigour  of  an- 
other, which  ravimes  you. 

[f  You  know,  when  one  fenfe  isfuppreft, 
It  but  retires  into  the  reji. 

according  to  the  poetical,  not  the  learned,  Dodwell; 
who  has  done  one  thing  worthy  of  eternal  memory  ; 
wrote  two  lines  in  his  life  that  are  not  nonfenfe  !] 

*  His  hearing.         P. 

f  Omitted  by  the  Author  in  his  own  edition. 

So 
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So  you  have  the  advantage  of  being  entertain'd  with 
all  the  beauty  of  the  boxes,  without  being  troubled 
with  any  of  the  duluefs  of  the  flage.  You  are  fo 
good  a  critic,  that  'tis  the  greateft  happinefs  of  the 
modem  Poets  that  you  do  not  hear  their  works :  and 
next,  that  you  are  not  fo  arrant  a  critic,  as  to  damn 
them  (like  the  reft)  without  hearing.  But  now  I 
talk  of  thofe  critics,  I  have  good  news  to  tell  you 
concerning  myfelf,  for  which  I  expect  you  mould 
congratulate  with  me :  It  is  that,  beyond  all  my  ex- 
pectations, and  far  above  my  demerits,  I  have  been 
molt  mercifully  repriev'd  by  the  fovereign  power  of 
Jacob  Tonfon,  from  being  brought  forth  to  public 
punifhmentj  and  refpited  from  time  to  time  from 
the  hands  of  thofe  barbarous  executioners  of  the 
Mufrs,  whom  I  was  juft  now  fpeaking  of.  It  often 
happens,  that  guilty  Poet?,  like  other  guilty  Crimi- 
nals, when  once  they  are  known  and  proclaim'd,  de- 
liver themfclves  into  the  hands  of  jullice,  only  to 
prevent  others  from  doing  it  more  to  their  difadvan- 
tage ;  and  not  out  of  any  ambition  to  fpread  their 
fame,  by  being  executed  in  the  face  of  the  world, 
•which  is  a  fame  but  of  fhort  continuance.  That 
Poet  were  a  happy  man  who  could  but  obtain  a  grant 
to  prefcrve  his  for  ninety-nine  years  j  for  thofe 
names  very  rarely  laft  fo  many  days,  which  are 
planted  either  in  Jacob  Tonfon's,  or  the  Ordinary 
of  Newgate's  Mifcellanies. 

I  have  an  hundred  things  to  fay  to  you,  which 
(hall  be  deferr'd  till  I  have  the  happinefs  of  feeing 
you  in  town,  for  the  feafon  now  draws  on,  that  in- 
vites every  body  thither.  Some  of  them  I  had  com- 
municated to  you  by  letters  before  this,  if  I  had  not 
been  uncertain  where  you  pafs'd  your  time  the  laft 
feafon :  So  much  fine  weather,  I  doubt  not,  has 
given  you  all  the  pleafure  you  could  defire  from  the 
country,  and  your  own  thoughts  the  beft  company 
in  it.  But  nothing  could  allure  Mr,  Wycherley  to 

oux' 
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our  foreft,  he  continued  (as  you  told  melongfmce 
he  would)  an  obftinate  lover  of  the  town,  in  fpite 
of  friendfhip  and  fair  weather.  Therefore  hence- 
i  or  ward,  to  all  thofe  coniiderable  qualities  J  know 
you  poffefs'd  of,  I  (hall  add  that  of  Prophecy.  But 
I  lr.il!  believe  Mr.  Wycherley's  intentions  were  good, 
and  am  fatisfied  that  he  promifes  nothing,  but  with 
a  real  defign  to  perform  it :  how  much  foever  his 
other  excellent  qualities  are  above  my  imitation,  his 
fincerity,  I  hope,  is  not  j  and  it  is  with  the  utmoft 
that  I  am, 

Sir,  &c. 


LETTER    V. 

Jan.  22,  1708-9. 

I  Had  fent  you  the  inclos'd  *  papers  before  this 
time,  but  that  I  intended  to  have  brought  them 
myfelf,  and  afterwards  could  find  no  opportunity  of 
fending  them  without  fufpUion  of  their  mifcarrying; 
not,  that  they  are  of  the  leaft  value,  but  for  fear  (bme 
body  might  be  foolim  enough  to  imagine  them  fo, 
and  inquifitive  enough  to  difcover  thofe  faults  which 
I  (by  your  help)  would  correct.  I  therefore  beg 
the  favour  of  you  to  let  them  go  no  farther  than  your 
chamber,  and  to  be  very  free  of  your  remarks  in 
the  margins,  not  only  in  regard  to  the  accuracy,  but 
to  the  fidelity  of  the  tranflation  ;  which  I  have  not 
had  time  to  compare  with  its  original.  And  I  de- 
fire  you  to  be  the  more  fevere,  as  it  is  much  more 
criminal  for  me  to  make  another  fpeak  nonfenfe, 
than  to  do  it  in  my  own  proper  perfon.  For  your 

*  This  was  a  tranflation  of  the  firft  book  of  Statius, 
done  when  the  author  was  but  fourteen  years  old,  as  ap- 
pears by  an  advertifement  before  the  firft  edition  of  it  in 
amifcellany  publilh'd  by  B.  Lintot,  8vo.  1711.  P. 

better 
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better  help  in  comparing,  it  may  he  fit  to  tell  you, 
that  this  is  not  an  entire  verfion  of  the  firft  book. 
There  is  an  omilfion  from   the   i68th  line  — Jam 
?nwmura  ferpunt  Plebis  Agenorcct —  to  the  51 2th  — 
Inter  ea  patrih  ollm    vagus   exul  ab  or  is  —  (between 
thefe  *  two  Statius  has  a  defcription  of  the  council 
of  the  Gods,  and  a  fpeech  of  Jupiter  ;  which  con- 
tain a  peculiar  beauty  and  majefty,  and  were  left 
out  for  no  other  reafon,  but  becaufe  the  confcquence 
of  this  machine  appears  not  till  the  fecond  book.) 
The  tranflation  goes  on  from  thence  to  the  words 
Hie  vero  ambolus  raliemfortuna  crueniam,  where  there 
is  an  odd  account  of  a  battle  at  fifty- cuffs  between 
the  two  Princes  on  a  very  flight  occafion,  and  at  a 
time  when,  one  would  think,  the  fatigue  of  their 
journey,  in  fo  tempeftuous  a  night,  might  have  ren- 
der'd  them  very  unfit  for  fuch  a  fcuffle.     This  I  had 
actually  tranflated,  but  was  very  ill  fatisfied  with  it, 
even  in  my  own  words,  to  which  an  author  cannot 
but  be  partial  enough  of  confcience  ;    it  was  there- 
fore omitted  in  this  copy,  which  goes  on  above  eighty 
lines  farther,  at  the  words  —  Hie  primum  lujlrare 
o:ulis,  &c. — to  the  end  of  the  book. 

You  will  find,  I  doubt  not,  that  Statius  was  none 
of  the  difcreeteft  Poets,  tho'  he  was  the  heft  verfifier 
next  Virgil :  In  the  very  beginning  he  unluckily  be- 
trays his  ignorance  in  the  rules  of  Poetry  (which 
Horace  had  already  taught  the  Romans)  when  he  afks 
his  Mufe  where  to  begin  his  Thebaid,  and  feems  to 
doubt  whether  it  fhould  not  be  ab  ovo  Lcdceo.  When 
he  comes  to  the  fcenc  of  his  Poem,  and  the  prize  in 
difpute  between  the  brothers,  he  gives  us  a  very  mean 
opinion  of  it — Pugna  ejl  de  paupere  regno. — Very 
different  from  the  conduct  of  h is  mafter  Virgil,  who 
at  die  entrance  of  his  poem  informs  his  reader  of 

*  Thefe  he  fince  tranflated,  and  they  are  extant  in  the 
printed  verfion.  P. 

the 
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the  greatnefs  of  Its  fubjcft. —  Tanta  molls  erat  Ro~ 
jnanam  condere  gent  em.  [Boflu  on  Epic  Poetry.] 
There  are  innumerable  little  faults  in  him,  among 
which  I  cannot  but  take  notice  of  one  in  this  book, 
where,  fpeaking  of  the  implacable  hatred  of  the  bro- 
thers, he  fays,  "The  whole  world  would  be  too  fmall  a 
prize  to  repay  fc  much  impiety. 

Quidfi  petereiur  crimine  tanto 
Limes  ulerqite  poli,  quern  Sol  emijfls  Eao 
Cardine^  quern  porta  vergens  projpeffat  Ibera  ? 
This  was  pretty  well,  one  would  think  already,  but 
he  goes  on. 

^ttafque  procul  terms  cll'iauo  fydere  tang  It 
Avius,  ant  Borefe gelidas^  madidive  tepentes 
Igne  Noti  ? 

After  all  this,  what  could  a  Poet  think  of  but  Hea- 
ven itfelf  for  the  prize  !  but  what  follows  is  aftoniih- 
ing. 

<£%uld JiTyria  Phrygiaveful  unum 
Conveffentur  cpes  ? 

I  do  not  remember  to  have  met  with  fo  great  a  fall 
in  any  antient  author  whatfoever.  1  mould  not  have 
infifted  fo  much  on  the  faults  of  this  Poet,  if  I  did 
not  hope  you  would  take  the  fame  freedom  with, 
and  revenge  it  upon  his  Tranflator.  I  fhall  be  ex- 
tremely glad  if  the  reading  this  can  be  any  amufe- 
ment  to  you,  the  rather  becaufe  I  had  the  diilatif- 
fa6lion  to  hear  you  have  been  confin'd  to  your  cham- 
ber by  an  illnefs,  which,  I  fear,  was  as  troublefome 
a  companion  as  I  have  fometimes  been  in  the  fame 
place  j  where,  if  ever  you  found"  any  pleafure  in  my 
company,  it  muft  furely  have  been  that,  which  moft 
men  take  in  obferving  the  faults  and  follies  of  an- 
other ;  a  pleafure,  which,  you  fee,  I  take  care  to  give 
you  even  in  my  abfence. 

If  you  will  oblige  me  at  your  leifure  with  the  con- 
firmation of  your  recovery,  under  your  own  hand, 

it 
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it  will  be  extremely  grateful  to  me,  for  next  to  the 
pleafure  of  feeing  my  friends,  is  that  I  take  in  hear- 
ing from  them  ;  and  in  this  particular  I  am  beyond 
all  acknowledgments  obliged  to  our  friend  Mr.  Wy- 
cherley.  I  know  I  need  no  apology  to  you  for 
fpeaking  of  him,  whofe  example  as  I  am  proud  of 
following  in  all  things,  fo  in  nothing  more  than  in 
profeffing  myfclf,  like  him, 

Your,  &c. 


LETTER    VI. 

March  7,  1709. 

YO  U  had  long  before  this  been  troubled  with 
a  letter  from  me,  but  that  I  deferred  it  till  I 
could  fend  you  either  the  *  Mifccllany,  or  my  con- 
tinuation of  the  verfton  of  Statius.  The  firft  I 
imagin'd  you  might  have  had  before  now,  but  fince 
the  contrary  has  happen'd,  you  may  draw  this  moral 
from  it,  That  authors  in  general  are  more  ready  to 
write  nonfenfe  than  bookfellers  are  to  publifh  it.  I 
had  I  know  not  what  extraordinary  flux  of  rhyme 
upon  me  for  three  days  together,  in  which  time  all 
the  verfes  you  fee  added,  have  been  written  ;  which 
I  tell  you,  that  you  may  more  freely  be  fevere  upon 
them.  'Tis  a  mercy  I  do  not  aflault  you  with  a 
number  of  original  Sonnets  and  Epigrams,  which 
our  modern  bards  put  forth  in  the  fpring-time,  in  as 
great  abundance,  as  trees  do  bloflbms,  a  very  few 
whereof  ever  come  to  the  fruit,  and  pleafe  no  longer 
than  juft  in  their  birth.  They  make  no  lefs  hafte 
to  bring  their  flowers  of  wit  to  the  prefs,  than  gar- 
deners to  bring  their  other  flowers  to  the  market, 
which  if  they  can't  get  off"  their  hands  in  the  morn- 
ing are  fure  to  die  before  night.  Thus  the  fame 

*  Jacob  Tonfqn's  fixth  volume  of  Poetical  Mifcella- 

nies,  in  which  Mr.  Pope's  Paftorab,  and  fome  verfions 

of  Homer  and  Chaucer  were  firft  printed.  P. 

I  reafon 
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f-cafnn  that  furnifhes  Covent- garden  with  thofc  nofe- 
gays  you  fo  delight  in,  fuppJies  the  Ahifes  Mercury 
and  Kritijb  Apollo  (not  to  fay  Jacob's,  Mifcellanies) 
with  verfes.  And  it  is  the  happinefs.of  this  age, 
that  the  modern  invention  of  printing  poems  for 
pence  a-piece,  has  brought  the  nofegays  of  Parnaflus 
to  bear  the  fame  price  ;  whereby  the  publick-fpirited 
Mr.  Henry  Hills  of  Black-friars  has  been  the  caufe 
of  great  cafe  and  fmgular  comfort  to  all  the  learned, 
who  never  over-abounding  in  tranfitory  coin,  fhould 
not  be  difcontcnted  (methinks)  even  tho*  poems 
were  diftributed  gratis  about  the  ftreets,  like  Bun- 
yan's  fermons  and  other  pious  treatifes,  ufually  pub- 
lifh'd  in  a  like  volume  and  character. 

The  time  now  drawing  nigh,  when  you  ufe  with 
Sappho  to  crofs  the  water  in  an  evening  to  Spring- 
garden,  I  hope  you  will  have  a  fair  opportunity  of 
raviming  her :  —  I  mean  only  (as  Oldfox  in  the 
Plain-dealer  fays)  thro'  the  ear,  with  your  wel!- 
penn'd  verfes.  I  wim  you  all  the  pleafures  which 
the  feafon  and  the  nymph  can  afford ;  the  befl  com- 
pany, the  beft  coffee,  and  the  beft  news  you  can  de- 
iire :  and  what  more  to  wim  you  than  this,  I  da 
not  know ;  unlefs  it  be  a  great  deal  of  patience  to 
read  and  examine  the  verfes  I  fend  you  :  I  promife 
you  in  return  a  great  deal  of  deference  to  your  judg- 
ment, and  an  extraordinary  obedience  to  your  fen- 
timents  for  the  future,  (to  which,  you  know,  I  have 
been  fometimes  a  little  refractory.)  If  you  will 
pleafe  to  begin  where  you  left  off  laft,  and  mark 
the  margins,  as  you  have  done  in  the  pages  imme- 
diately before  (which  you  will  find  corrected  to  your 
fenfe  fince  your  laft  perufal)  you  will  extremely 
oblige  me,  and  improve  my  tranflation.  Befides 
thofe  places  which  may  deviate  from  the  fenfe  of  the 
author,  it  would  be  very  kind  in  you  to  obferve  any 
deficiencies  in  the  diction  or  numbers.  The  Hiatus 
in  particular  I  would  avoid  as  much  as  poflible,  to 

which 


64         LETTERS    TO    AND 

which  you  are  certainly  in  the  right  to  be  a  profefs'd 
enemy  •  tho',  I  confefs,  I  could  not  think  it  poffi- 
ble  at  all  times  to  be  avoided  by  any  writer,  till  I 
found  by  reading  Malherbe  lately,  that  there  is  fcarce 
any  throughout  his  poems.  I  thought  your  obferva- 
tion  true  enough  to  be  pafs'd  into  a  rule,  but  not  a 
rule  without  exceptions,  nor  that  ever  it  had  been 
reduced  to  practice :  But  this  example  of  one  of 
the  moft  correct  and  beft  of  their  Poets  has  unde- 
ceived me,  and  confirms  your  opinion  very  ftronor- 
ly,  and  much  more  than  Mr.  Dryden's  authority, 
who,  tho'  he  made  it  a  rule,  feldoni  obferv'd  it. 

Your,  &c. 


LETTER    VH. 

June  10,  1709. 

IHave  receiv'd  part  of  the  verfio 
return  you  my  thanks  for  your  remarks,  which 


Have  receiv'd  part  of  the  verfion  of  Statius,  and 

_  )'ou 

I  think  to  be*  juft,  except  where  you  cry  out  (like 


one  in  Horace's  Art  of  Poetry)  pulcbre,  lene^  refte! 
There  I  have  fome  fears  you  are  often,  if  not  always, 
in  the  wrong. 

One  of  your  obje&ions,  namely  on  that  paffage, 

7fo  reft  revolving  years  frail  ripen  into  fate, 
m^y  be  well  grounded,  in  relation  to  its.  not  being 
the  exaft  fenfe  of  the  words  —  *  ^'ft^f  reliqua^or- 
dtne  ducatn.  But  the  duration  of  the  Action  of  Sta- 
tius's  poem  may  as  well  be  excepted  againft,  as  ma- 
ny things  befides  in  him  :  (which  I  wonder  BofTu  f 

*  Seethe  firft  book  of  Stauus,  v.  302.  P. 

•f-  Boffu  did  not  write  a  crkique  upon  Statius,  but  only 
ufcd  him,  as  he  did  other  poets  occafionally,  for  an  ex- 
ample. So  that  it  is  no  wonder  there  fhoulu  be  faults  and 
beauties  in  Statius  which  he  did  not  take  notice  of. 

has 
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has  not  obferv'd)  for  inftead  of  confining  his  narra- 
tiort  to  one  year,  it  is  manifeftly  exceeded  in  the  very 
firft  two  books :  The  narration  begins  with  Oedi- 
pus's  prayer  to  the  Fury  to  promote  difcord  betwixt 
his  fons  ;  afterward  the  Poet  exprefly  defcribcs  their 
entring  into  the  agreement  of  reigning  a  year  by 
turlis ;  and  Polynices  takes  his  flight  from  Xhebes 
on  his  brother's  refufal  to  refign  the  throne.  All  this 
is  in  the  firft  book ;  in1  the  next  Tydcus  is  fent  am- 
baftador  to  Eteocles,  and  demands  his  refignation  in 
thcfe  terms, 

rfjlriferum  velox  jam  circulus  orbem 
Torfit,  &  amij/te  redierunt  montibus  umbree^ 
Ex  quo  f rater  inopst  ignota  per  oppida  trijte* 
Exul  aglt  cafus. 

But  BofTu  himfelf  is  miftaken  in  one  particular,  re- 
lating to  the  commencement  of  the  aition;  faying 
in  book  ii.  cap.  8.  that  Statius  opens  it  with  Europa's 
Rape,  whereas  the  Poet  at  moft  only  deliberates 
whether  he  fhould  or  not  *  . 

Unde  jubetis 

Ire^  De&  ?  gentifne  canam  primordla  dira9 
Sidonios  raptus  ?  &c. 

but  then  exprefly  pafles  ail  this  with  a  longa  rttro  fe- 
rifs  —  and  fays 

limes  mihi  carminis  ejlo 
Oedipoda  confofa  domus. 

Indeed  there  are  numberlefs  particulars  blame  wor- 
thy in  our  author,  which  I  have  try'd  to  foften  in 
the  verfion  : 

*  That  was  the  fame  to  Boflu's  purpofe  ;  which  wa* 
only  to  {hew,  that  there  were  epic  Poets  fo  ignorant,  or 
negligent  of  compofuion,  as  not  to  know  where  their 
fubjert  (hould  begin. 

VOL.  VII.  F  dukiamque 
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dubiamque  jugo  fragor  impulit  Octen 
In  latusj  &  geminis  vix  fiuttibus  obftitit  Ifthmusy 

is  moft  extravagantly  hyperbolical  :  Nor  did  I  ever 
read  a  greater  piece  of  tautology  than 

Vacua  cum  folus  in  aula 

Refpiceres  jus  omne  tuum,  cun&ofque  minores, 
Et  niifquam  par  Jlare  caput. 

In  the  journey  of  Polynices  is  fome  geographical 
error, 

In  mediis  audit  duo  litora  canipis 

could  hardly  be;  for  the  Ifthmus  of  Corinth  is  full 
five  miles  over  :  And  caligantes  abrupto  fole  Mycenas, 
is  not  confiftent  with  what  he  tells  us,  in  lib.  iv. 
lin.  305.  "  that  thofe  of  Mycenae  came  not  to  the 
"  "war  at  this  time,  becaufe  they  were  then  in  con- 
"  fufion  by  the  divifions  of  the  brothers,  Atreus  and 
*'  Thyeftes."  Now  from  the  raifing  the  Greek  ar- 
my againft  Thebes,  back  to  the  time  of  this  journey 
of  Polynices,  is  (according  to  Statius's  own  account) 
three  years. 

Yours,  &c. 


LETTER    VIII. 

July  17,   1709, 

TH  E  morning  after  I  parted  from  you,  I  found 
myfelf  (as  I  had  prophefied)  all  alone,  in  an 
'uneafy  Stage-coach  ;  a  doleful  change  from  that 
agreeable  company  I  enjoy'd  the  night  before !  with- 
out the  leaft  hope  of  entertainment  but  from  my  lafi 
recourfe  in  fuch  cafes,  a  book.  I  then  began  to  en- 
ter into  acquaintance  with  your  Moralifts,  and  had 
juft  receiv'd  from  them  fome  cold  confolation  for  the 
inconveniencies  of  this  life,  and  the  uncertainty  ol 
human  affairs ;  when  I  perceiv'd  my  vehicle  to  flop, 

and 
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and  heard  from  the  fide  of  it  the  dreadful  news  of  a 
lick  woman  preparing  to  enter  it.  'Tis  not  eafy  to 
guefs  at  my  mortification,  but  being  fo  well  fortify'd 
with  philofophy,  I  flood  refign'd  with  a  ftoical  con- 
ftancy  to  endure  the  worft  of  evils,  a  fick  woman. 
I  was  indeed  a  little  comforted  to  find,  by  her  voice 
and  drefs,  that  (he  was  young  and  a  gentlewoman ; 
but  no  fooner  was  her  hood  remov'd,  but  I  faw  one 
of  the  fineft  faces  I  ever  beheld,  and,  to  increafe  my 
furprize,  heard  her  falute  me  by  my  name.  I  never 
had  morereafon  to  accufe  nature  for  making  me fhort 
fighted  than  now,  when  I  could  not  recollect  I  had 
ever  feen  thofe  fair  eyes  which  knew  me  fo  well, 
and  was  utterly  at  a  lofs  how  to  addrefs  myfelf ;  till 
with  a  great  deal  of  fimplicity  and  innocence  {he  let 
me  know  (even  before  I  difcover'd  my  ignorance) 
that  flic  was  the  daughter  of  one  in  our  neighbour- 
hood, lately  marry'd,  who  having  been  confulting 
her  phyficians  in  town,  was  returning  into  the  coun- 
try, to  try  what  good  air  and  a  hufband  could  do  to 
recover  her.  My  father,  you  muft  know,  has  fome- 
times  recommended  the  ftudy  of  phyfic  to  me,  but 
I  never  had  any  ambition  to  be  a  doctor  till  this  in- 
ftant.  I  ventur'd  to  prefcribe  fome  fruit  (which  I 
happen'd  to  have  in  the  coach)  which  being  forbid- 
den her  by  her  doctors,  (he  had  the  more  inclination 
to.  In  fhort,  I  tempted,  and  fhe  eat ;  nor  was  I 
more  like  the  Devil  than  me  like  Eve  Having  the 
good  fuccefs  of  the  'forefaid  Tempter  before  my  eyes, 
I  put  on  the  gallantry  of  the  old  ferpent,  and  in  fpite 
of  my  evil  form  accofted  her  with  all  the  gaiety  I 
was  matter  of ;  which  had  fo  good  effect,  that  in 
lefs  than  an  hour  fhe  grew  pleafant,  her  colour  re- 
turn'd,  and  fhe  was  pleas'd  to  fay  my  prefcription 
had  wrought  an  immediate  cure  :  In  a  word,  I  had 
the  pleafanteft  journey  imaginable. 

Thus  far.  (methinks).  my  letter  has  fomething  of 

the  air  of  a  romance,  tho'  it  be  true.     But  I  hope 

you  will  look  on  what  follows  as  the  greateft  of 

F  2  truth?, 
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truths,  that  I  think  myfclf  extremely  obliged  by  yon 
in  all  points;  efpecially  for  your  kind  and  honour- 
able information  and  advice  in  a  matter  of  the  ut- 
moft  concern  to  me,  which  I  fliall  ever  acknowledge  , 
as  the  higheft  proof  at  once  of  your  friendfhip,  juf- 
tice,  and  fmcerity.     At  the  fame  time  be  aflur'J, 
that  Gentleman  *  we  fpoke  of,  fliall  never  by  any 
alteration  in  me  difcovermy  knowledge  of  his  mif- 
t»ke ;  the  hearty  forgiving  of  which  is  the  only  kind 
of  return  I  can  poffibly  make  him  for  fo  many  fa- 
vours :  And  I  may  derive  this  pleafure  at  leart  from 
it,  that  whereas  I  muft  otherwife  have  been  a  little 
uneafy  to  know  my  incapacity  of  returning  his  ob- 
ligations, I  may  now,  by  bearing  his  frailty,  exercifc 
my  gratitude  and  friendfhip  more,    than  himfeff 
either  is,  or  perhaps  ever  will  be,  fenfible  of. 

Hie  mew,  primus  qni  me  fibl  junxlt^  amores 
Abftiilit\  Hie  habeat  fecum,  fervetque  fepulcbro  ! 

But  in  one  thing,  I  muft  confefs  you  have  your- 
felf  obliged  me  more  than  any  man,  which  is,  that 
you  have  fhew'd  me  many  of  my  faults,  to  which 
as  you  are  the  more  an  implacable  enemy,  by  fo 
much  the  more  you  are  a  kind  friend  to  me.  I  could 
be  proud,  in  revenge,  to  find  a  few  flips  in  your 
verfes,  which  I  read  in  London,  and  fince  in  tbe 

*  Mr.  Wycherlev.— From  his  laft  letters  to  Mr.  Pope, 
the  Reader  may  perceive  fomething  of  a  growing  cold- 
nefs  and  difguil,  apparently  proceeding  from  the  liberties 
his  young  friend  had  taken  with  his  verlification  and  com- 
pofition.  Little  virtue,  and  an  exceffive  affe&ation  of 
being  witty,  joined  to  the  common  infirmities  of  old  age, 
icaloufy  and  lols  of  memory,  are  fufficient  to  account  for 
the  inflability  of  his  friendfhip,  thorwewere  not  to  fup- 
pofe  (what  was  the  faft)  that  our  Poet  had  ill  offices  done 
him  by  thofe  who  were  generally  about  the  old  man. 
For,  (as  Mr.  Pope  rightly  obferves)  tatb  Hi  dvtbor  is  cs 
bad  n  friend, 

country, 
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country,  with  more  application  and  pleafure :  the 
thoughts  are  very  juft,  and  you  are  fure  not  to  let 
them  fuffer  by  the  verification.  If  you  would  ob- 
lige me  with  the  truft  of  any  thing  of  yours,  I 
fhould  be  glad  to  execute  any  commiflions  you  would 
give  me  concerning  them.  I  am  here  fo  perfectly 
at  leifure,  that  nothing  would  be  fo  agreeable  an  en- 
tertainment to  me  ;  but  if  you  will  not  afford  me 
that,  do  not  deny  me  at  leaft  the  fatisfaclion  of  your 
letters  as  long  as  we  are  abfent,  if  you  would  not 
have  him  very  unhappy,  who  is  very  fmcerely 

Your,  &c. 

Having  a  vacant  fpace  here,  I  will  fill  it  with  a 
fhort  Ode  on  Solitude,  which  I  found  yefterday  by 
great  accident,  and  which  I  find  by  the  date,  was 
written  when  I  was  not  twelve  years  old ;  that  you 
may  perceive  how  long  I  have  continued  in  my  paf- 
fion  for  a  rural  life,  and  in  the  fame  employments 
of  it. 

Happy  the  man,  whofe  wifh  and  care, 

A  few  paternal  acres  bound, 
Content  to  breathe  his  native  air 

In  his  own  ground. 

Whofe  herds  with  milk,  whofe  fields  with  bread, 

Whofe  flocks  fupply  him  with  attire, 
Whofe  trees  in  fummer  yield  him  made, 
In  winter,  fire. 

Bleft,  who  can  unconcern'dly  find 

Hours,  days,  and  years  flide  foft  away, 
In  health  of  body,  peace  of  mind, 

Quiet  by  day. 

Sound  deep  by  night ;  fludy  and  eafe, 
Together  mix'd  ;  fweet  recreation, 
And  innocence  which  moft  does  pleafe, 

With  meditation. 
F  3  Thus> 
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Thus,  let  me  live,  unfeen,  unknown, 

Thus,  unlamented  let  me  die, 
Steal  from  the  world,  and  not  a  ftone 

Tell  where  I  lie. 


LETTER    IX. 

Aug.  19,  1709, 

TF  I  were  to  write  to  you  as  often  as  I  think  ol 
you,  my  letters  would  be  as  bad  as  a  rent-charge ; 
but  tho'  the  one  be  but  too  little  for  your  good-na- 
ture, the  other  would  be  too  much  for  your  quiet, 
which  is  one  blefling  good-nature  fhould  indifpenfa- 
bly  receive  from  mankind,  in  return  for  thofe  many 
it  gives.  J  have  been  inform'd  of  late,  how  much 
I  am  indebted  to  that  quality  of  yours,  in  fpeaking 
well  of  me  in  my  abfence;  the  only  thing  by  which 
you  prove  yourfelf  no  wit  nor  critic  :  tho'  indeed  1 
have  often  thought,  that  a  friend  will  fhow  juft  as 
much  indulgence  (and  no  more)  to  my  faults  when  ] 
am  abfent,  as  he  he  does  feverity  to  'em  when  I  am 
prefent.  To  be  very  frank  with  you,  Sir,  I  muft  own. 
that  where  I  receiv'd  fo  much  civility  at  firft,  I  could 
hardly  have  expected  fo  much  fincerity  afterwards.  Bui 
now  I  have  only  to  vvifh,  that  the  lail  were  but  equal 
to  the  firft,  and  that  as  you  have  omitted  nothing  to 
oblige  me,  fo  you  would  omit  nothing  to  improve 
me. 

I  caus'd  an  acquaintance  of  mine  to  enquire  twice 
of  your  welfare,  by  whom  I  have  been  inform'd, 
that  you  have  left  your  fpecujative  angle  in  the  Wi- 
dow's Coftee-houfe,  and  bidding  adieu  for  fome  time 
to  all  the  Rehearfals,  Reviewsj  Gazettes,  &c.  have 
march'd  off  into  Lincolnfhire.  Thus  I  find  you 
vary  your  life  in  the  fcene  at  leaft,  tho'  not  in  the 
action;  for  tho'  life  for  the  moil  part,  like  an  old 

play, 
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play,  be  ftill  the  fame,  yet  now  and  then  a  new 
fcene  may  make  it  more  entertaining.     As  for  my- 
felf,  I  would  not  have  my  life  a  very  regular  play, 
let  it  be  *  a  good  merry  farce,  a  G-d's  name,    and 
a  fig  for  the  critical  unities  !  For  the  generality  of 
men,  a  true  modern  life  is  like  a  true  modern  play, 
neither  tragedy,  comedy,  nor  farce,  nor  one,  nor 
all  of  thefe  ;  every  actor  is  much  better  known  by 
his  having  the  fame  face,  than  by  keeping  the  fame 
character  :  for  we  change  our  minds  as  often  as  they 
can  their  parts,  and  he  who  was  yefterday  Caefar,  is 
to  day  Sir  John  Daw.     So  that  one  might  afk  the 
fame  queftion  of  a  modern  life,  that  Rich  did  of  a 
modern  play ;  "  Pray  do  me  the  favour,  Sir,  to  in- 
"  form  me  ;  Is  this  your  Tragedy  or  your  Comedy  ?" 
I  have  dwelt  the  longer  upon  this,  becaufe  I  per- 
fuacle  myfelf  it  might  be  ufeful,  at  a  time  when  we 
have  no  theatre,  to  divert  ourfelves  at  this  great  one. 
Here  is   a   glorious  ftanding  comedy  of  Fools,  at 
which  every  man  is  heartily  merry,  and  thinks  him- 
felf  an  unconcern'd  fpectator.     This  (to  our  fin- 
gular  comfort)  neither  my  Lord  Chamberlain,  nor 
the  Queen  herfelf  can  ever  fhut  up,  or  filence.— 
f  While  that  of  Drury  (alas!)  lies  defolate,  in  the 
profoundeft  peace :  and  the  melancholy  profpecl  of 
the  nymphs  yet  lingring  about  its  beloved  avenues, 
appears   no  lefs  moving  than  that  of  the  Trojan 
dames  lamenting  over  their  ruin'd  Ilium !  What 
now  can  they  hope,  difpofiefs'd  of  their  ancient 
feats,  but  to  ierve  as  captives  to  the  infultins;  victors 
of  the  Hay-market  ?  The  afflided  fubjeds  o7France 
do  not,  in  our  Poftman,  fo  grievoufly  deplore  the 
obftinacy  of  their  arbitrary  monarch,  as  thefe  pe- 

*  Tolerable  farce,  in  the  Author's  own  Edit  ft  Go<Tt 
name  omitted  there  P. 

f  What  ibiiou  s  rn  rhe  end  of  this  Letter,  is  omitted 
in  the  Author's  own  E Jit.  P. 

F  4  rifh'mo; 
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rifhing  people  of  Drury,  the  obdurate  heart  of  that 
Pharaoh,  Rich,  who,  like  him,  difdains  all  propofals 
of  peace  and  accommodation.  Several  libels  have 
been  fecretly  affixpd  to  the  great  gates  of  his  impe- 
rial palace  in  Bridges-ftreet ;  and  a  memorial,  re- 
prefcnting  the  diilrellcs  of  thefe  perfons,  has  been 
accidentally  dropt  (as  we  are  credibly  inform'd  by  a 
perfon  of  quality)  out  of  his  firft  minifter  the  chief 
box-keeper's  pocket,  at  a  late  conference  of  the  faid 
perfon  of  quality  and  others,  on  the  part  of  the 
Confederates,  and  his  Theatrical  Majefty  on  his  own 
part.  Of  this  you  may  expedl  a  copy,  as  foon  as 
it  {hall  be  tranfmitted  to  us  from  a  good  hand.  As 
for  the  late  Congrefs,  it  is  here  reported,  that  it  has 
not  been  wholly  ineffectual  j  but  this  wants  confirma- 
tion ;  yet  we  cannot  but  hope  the  concurring  prayers 
and  tears  of  fo  many  wretched  ladies  may  induce 
this  haughty  prince  to  reafon. 

I  am,  Sec. 


LETTER    X. 

Oct.  19,  1709, 

I  May  truly  fay  I  am  more  obliged  to  you  this  fum- 
mer  than  to  any  of  my  acquaintance,  for  had  it 
not  been  for  the  two  kind  letters  you  fent  me,  I 
had  been  perfectly  oblitufque  meorum,  olli'vifcendus  & 
illis.  The  only  companions  I  had  were  thofe  Mufes, 
of  whom  Tully  fays,  Adolefcentiam  alunt^  fenefiutem 
obkfiant,  ficundas  res  ornant,  adverfis  perfugium  ac 
Jolatium  prabent)  de'eflant  domi^  non  impcdiunt  fori$t 
•terfioftant  nobifcum^  peregrinantur^  rujlicantur :  which 
indeed  is  as  much  as  ever  I  expected  from  them :  For 
the  Mufes,  if  you  take  them  as  companions,  are 
very  pleafant  and  agreeable;  but  whoever  mould  be 
forced  to  Jive  or  depend  upon  'em,  would  find  him- 
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fdf  in  a  very  bad  condition.     That  Qu'er,  which 
Cowley  calls  the  Companion  of  Qbfcurity,  was   not 
wanting  to  me,  unlefs  it  was   interrupted   by  thofe 
fears  you  fo  juftly  guefs  I  had  for  our  friend's  wel- 
fare.   'Tis  extremely  kind  in  you  to  tell  me  the  news 
you  heard  of  him,  and  you  have  deliver'd  me  from 
more  anxiety  than  he  imagines  me  capable  of  on 
his  account,  as  I  am  convinced  by  his  long  filence. 
However,  the  love  of  fome  things  rewards  itfelf,  as 
of  virtue,  and  of  Mr.  Wycherley.    I  am  furprized  at 
the  danger,  you  tell  me,  he  has  been  in,  and  muft 
agree  with  you,  that  our  nation  would  have  loft  in 
him,  as  much  wit  and  probity,  as  would  have  re- 
main'd  (for  aught  I  know)  in  the  reft  of  it.     My 
concern  for  his  friendfhip  will  excufe  me  (fmce  I 
know  you  honour  him  fo  much,  and  fmce  you  know 
I  love  him  above  all  men)  if  I  vent  a  part  of  my 
uneafincfs  to  you,  and  tell  you,  that  there  has  not 
been  wanting  one,  to  infinuate  malicious  untruths 
of  me  to  Mr.  \Vycherley,  which,  I  fear,  may  have 
had  fome  efte&  upon  him.     If  fo,  he  will  have  a 
greater  punifhment  for  his  credulity  than  I  could 
wim  him,  in  that  fellow's  acquaintance.     The  lofs 
of  a  faithful  creature  is  fomething,  tho'  of  ever  fo 
contemptible  an  one ;  and  if  I  were  to  change  my 
dog  for  fuch  a  man  as  the  aforefaid,  I  fhould  think 
my  dog  undervalued  :  (who  follows  me  about  as 
conftantly  here  in  the  country,  as  I  was  us'd  to  do 
Mr.  Wycherley  in  the  town.) 

Now  I  talk  of  my  dog,  that  I  may  not  treat  of  a 
worfe  fubjecl:,  which  my  fpleen  tempts  me  to,  I  will 
give  you  fome  account  of  him ;  a  thing  not  wholly 
unprecedented,  fmce  Montaigne  (to  whom  I  am 
but  a  dog  in  comparifon)  has  done  the  fame  thing 
of  his  cat.  Die  mihi  quid  melius  defidiofus  again  ? 
You  are  to  know  then,  that  as  'tis  likenefs  begets 
affe&ion,  fo  my  favourite  dog  is  a  little  one,  a  lean 
one,  and  none  of  the  fineft  (hap'd.  He  is  not  much 

a  fpa- 
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a  fpaniel  in  his  fawning,  but  has  (what  might  be 
worth  any  man's  whi'e  to  imitate  him  in)  a  dumb 
furly  fort  of  kindnefs,  that  rather  fhows  itfelf  when 
he  thinks  me  ill-us'd  by  others,  than  when  we  walk 
quietly  and  peaceably  by  ourfelves.  If  it  be  the 
chief  point  of  friendmip  to  comply  with  a  friend's 
motions  and  inclinations,  he  poflefTes  this  in  an  emi- 
nent degree  ;  he  lies  down  when  I  fit,  and  walks 
when  I  walk,  which  is  more  than  many  good  friends 
can  pretend  to,  witnefs  our  walk  a  year  ago  in  St, 
James's  Park. —  Hiftories  are  more  full  of  examples 
of  the  fidelity  of  dogs  than  of  friends,  but  I  will 
not  infift  upon  many  of  them,  becaufe  it  is  poflible 
fome  may  be  almoft  as  fabulous  as  thofe  of  Pylades 
and  Oreftes,  &c.  I  will  only  fay  for  the  honour  of 
dogs,  that  the  two  moft  antient  and  cfteemable  books, 
facred  and  prophane,  extant  (viz.  the  Scripture  and 
Homer)  have  fhewn  a  particular  regard  to  thefe 
animals.  That  of  Toby  is  the  more  remarkable, 
becaufe  there  feem'd  no  manner  of  reafon  to  take 
notice  of  the  dog,  befides  the  great  humanity  of  the 
author.  Homer's  account  of  Ulyfles's  dog  Argus  is 
the  moft  pathetic  imaginable,  all  the  circumftances 
confider'd,  and  an  excellent  proof  of  the  old  bard's 
<rood-nature.  Ulyfies  had  left  him  at  Ithaca  when 
he  embark' d  for  Troy,  and  found  him  at  his  return 
after  twenty  years  (which  by  the  way  is  not  unna- 
tural, as  fomc  critics  have  faid,  fmce  I  remember  the 
dam  of  my  dog  was  twenty-two  years  old  when  (he 
dy'd  :  May  the  omen  of  longevity  prove  fortunate 
to  her  fucceflbrs.)  You  fhall  have  it  in  verfe. 

ARGUS. 

When  wife  Ulyfles,  from  his  native  coaft 
Long  kept  by  wars,  and  long  by  tempefts  toft, 
Arriv'd  at  laft,  poor,  old,  difguis'd,  alone, 
To  all  his  friends,  and  ev'n  his  Queen  unknown ; 

Chang'd 
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Chang'd  as  he  was,  with  age,  and  toils,  and  cares, 
Furrow'd  his  rev'rend  face,  and  white  his  hairs, 
In  his  own  palace  forc'd  to  afk  his  bread, 
Scorn'd  by  thofe  flaves  his  former  bounty  fed, 
Forgot  of  all  his  own  domeftic  crew  ; 
The  faithful  dog  alone  his  rightful  mailer  knew  ! 
Unfed,  unhous'd,  neglected,  on  the  clay, 
Like  an  old  fervant  n  jw  cafhier'd,  he  lay  j 
Touch'd  with  refentment  of  ungrateful  man, 
And  longing  to  behold  his  ancient  Lord  again. 
Him  when  he  faw  —  herofe,  and  crawl 'd  to  meet, 
('Twas  all  he  cou'd)  and  fawn'd,  and  kifVd  his  feet, 
Seiz'd  with  dumb  joy — then  falling  by  his  fide, 
Own'd  his  returning  Lord,  look'd  up,  and  dy'd  ! 

Plutarch,  relating  how  the  Athenians  were  obliged 
to  abandon  Athens  in  the  time  of  Themiftoclcs, 
fteps  back  again  out  of  the  way  of  his  hiftory,  pure- 
ly to  defcribe  the  lamentable  cries  and  howlings  of 
the  poor  dogs  they  left  behind.  He  makes  mention 
of  one,  that  follow'd  his  mafter  acrofs  the  fea  to 
Salamis,  where  he  dy'd,  and  was  honour'd  with  a 
tomb  by  the  Athenians,  who  gave  the  name  of  the 
Dog's  Grave  to  that  part  of  the  ifland  where  he  was 
buried.  This  refpecl  to  a  dog  in  the  moft  polite 
people  of  the  world,  is  very  obfervable.  A  modern 
inftance  of  gratitude  to  a  dog  (tho'  we  have  but 
few  fuch)  is,  that  the  chief  order  of  Denmark  (now 
injurioufly  call'd  the  order  of  the  Elephant)  was  irt- 
ftituted  in  memory  of  the  fidelity  of  a  doo;,  nam'd 
Wild-brat,  to  one  of  their  Kings  who  had  been  de- 
ferted  by  his  fubjects  :  he  gave  his  Order  this  motto, 
or  to  this  effecT:  (which  ftill  remains)  Wild-lrat  ivas 
faithful.  Sir  William  Trumbull  has  told  me  a  fto- 
ry*  which  he  heard  from  one  that  was  prefent : 
King  Charles  I.  being  with  fome  of  his  court  during 
his  troubles,  a  ciifcourfe  arofe  what  fort  of  dogs  de- 

*  Si,-  Philip  ."Warwick  tells  this  ftory  in  his  ?  "cmoi  s. 
3  ferv'd 
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ferv'd  pre-eminence,  and  it  being  on  all  hands  agreed 
to  belong  either  to  the  fpaniel  or  grey-hound,  the 
King  gave  his  opinion  on  the  part  of  the  grey-hound, 
becaufe  (faid  he)  it  has  all  the  Good-nature  of  the 
other  without  the  Fawning.  A  good  piece  of  fatire 
upon  his  courtiers,  with  which  I  will  conclude  my 
difcourfe  of  dogs.  Call  me  a  cynic,  or  what  you 
pleafe,  in  revenge  for  all  this  impertinence,  I  will 
be  contented  ;  provided  you  will  but  believe  me, 
when  I  fay  a  bold  word  for  a  Chriftian,  that,  of  all 
clogs,  you  will  find  none  more  faithful  than 

Your,  &c. 


LETTER    XL 

April  10,  1710. 

I  Had  written  to  you  fooner,  but  that  I  made  fome 
fcruple  of  fending  profane  things  to  you  in  holy 
week.  Befules,  our  family  would  have  been  fcanda- 
liz'd  to  fee  me  write,  who  take  it  for  granted  I 
write  nothing  but  ungodly  verfes.  I  aflure  you,  I 
am  look'd  upon  in  the  neighbourhood  for  a  very 
well-difpofs'd  perfon,  no  great  Hunter  indeed,  but 
a  great  admirer  of  the  noble  fport,  and  only  unhappy 
in  my  want  of  conftitution  for  that,  and  Drinking. 
They  all  fay,  'tis  pity  I  am  fo  ficldy,  and  I  think 
'tis  pity  they  are  fo  healthy.  But  I  fay  nothing  that 
may  deftroy  their  good  opinion  of  me :  I  have  not 
quoted  one  Latin  author  fince  I  came  down,  but 
have  learn'd  without  book  a  fong  of  Mr.  Thomas 
Durfey's,  who  is  your  only  Poet  of  tolerable  repu- 
tation in  this  country.  He  makes  all  the  merriment 
in  our  entertainments,  and  but  for  him,  there  would 
be  fo  miferable  a  dearth  of  catches,  that,  I  fear, 
they  would  put  either  the  Parfon  or  me  upon  making 
fome  for 'em.  Any  man,  of  any  quality,  ishearti- 
ly  welcome  to  the  belt  topeing  table  of  our  gentry, 

who 
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who  can  roar  out  fome  Rhapfoclics  of  his  works  :  fo 
that  in  the  fame  manner  as  it  was  faid  of  Homer  to 
his  detractors,  What  ?  dares  any  man  fpeak  againft 
him  who  has  given  fo  many  men  to  eat  ?  (meaning 
theRhapfodifts  who  liv'dby  repeating  his  vcrfcs)  thus 
may  it  be  faid  of  Mr.  Durfcy  to  his  detractors  ; 
Dares  anyone  defpife  him,  who  has  made  fo  many 
men  drink  ?  Alas,  Sir!  this  is  a  glory  which  neither  you 
nor  I  muft  ever  pretend  to.  Neither  you  with  your 
Ovid,  nor  I  with  my  Statins,  can  amufe  a  board  of 
juftices  and  extraordinary  'fquires,  or  gain  one  hum 
of  approbation,  or  laugh  of  admiration.  Thefe 
Things  (they  would  fay)  are  tooftudious,  they  may 
do  well  enough  with  fuch  as  love  reading,  but  give 
us  your  antient  Poet  Mr.  Durfey!  'Tis  mortifying 
enough,  it  muft  beconfefs'd;  but  however  let  us 
proceed  in  the  way  that  nature  has  directed  us — 
MuH'i  multa  /aunt,  fed  nemo  omnw^  as  it  is  faid  in  the 
almanack.  Let  us  communicate  our  works  for  our 
mutual  comfort ;  fend  me  elegies,  and  you  fhall  not 
want  heroics.  At  prefent,  I  have  only  thefe  Argu- 
ments in  profe  to  the  Thebaid,  which  you  claim  by 
promife,  as  I  do  your  Tranflation  of  Pars  me  Sulmi 
tenet ,— and  the  Ring  ;  the  reft  I  hope  for  as  foon  as 
you  can  conveniently  tranfcribe  them,  and  whatfo- 
cver  orders  you  are  pleas'd  to  give  me  fhall  be  punc- 
tually obey'd  by  Your,  &c. 


LETTER    XII. 

May  10,  1710. 

Had  not  fo  long  omitted  to  exprefs  my  acknow- 
ledgments to  you  for  fo  much  good-nature  and 
nendfhip  as  you  lately  fhow'd  me ;  but  that  I   am 
but  juft  return'd  to  my  own  hermitage,  from  Mr, 
C*'s,  who  has  done  me  fo  many  favours,  that  I  am 
almoft  inclin'd  to  think  my  friends  infect  one  ano- 
ther, 


I 
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ther,  and  that  your  converfation  with  him  has  made 
him  as  obliging  to  me  as  yourfelf.  I  can  allure  you, 
he  has  a  fmcere  refpeft  for  you,  and  this,  I  believe, 
he  has  partly  contracted  from  me,  who  am  too  full 
of  you  not  to  overflow  upon  thofe  I  converfe  with. 
But  I  muft  now  be  contented  to  converfe  only  with 
the  dead  of  this  world,  that  is  to  fay,  the  dull  and 
obfcure,  every  way  obfcure,  in  their  intellects  as 
well  as  their  perfons :  or  elfe  have  recourfe  to  the 
living  dead,  the  old  Authors  with  whom  you  are  fo 
well  acquainted,  even  from  Virgil  down  to  Aulus 
Gellius,  whom  I  do  not  think  a  critic  by  any  means 
to  be  compar'd  to  Mr.  Dennis :  and  I  muft  declare 
pofitively  to  you,  that  I  will  perfift  in  this  opinion, 
till  you  become  a  little  more  civil  to  Atticus.  Who 
could  have  imagin'd,  that  he,  who  had  efcap'd  all 
the  misfortunes  of  his  time,  unhurt  even  by  the  pro- 
fcriptions  of  Antony  and  Auguftus,  mould  in  thefe 
days  find  an  enemy  more  fevere  and  barbarous  than 
thofe  tyrants  ?  and  that  enemy  the  gentleft  too,  the 
beft-natur'd  of  mortals  Mr.  Cromwell,  whom  I 
muft  in  this  compare  once  more  to  Auguftus ;  who 
feem'd  not  more  unlike  himfelf,  in  the  feverity  of 
one  part  of  his  life  and  the  clemency  of  the  other, 
than  you.  1  leave  you  to  reflect  on  this,  and  hope 
that  time  (which  mollifies  rocks,  and  of  ftiff  things 
makes  limber)  will  turn  a  refolute  critic  to  a  gentle 
reader ;  and  inftead  of  this  pofitive,  tremendous, 
new-fafhion'd  Mr.  Cromwell,  reftore  unto  us  our 
old  acquaintance,  the  foft,  beneficent,  and  courteous 
Mr.  Cromwell. 

1  expect  much,  towards  the  civilizing  of  you  in 
your  critical  capacity,  from  the  innocent,  air  and 
tranquillity  of  our  Foreft,  when  you  do  me  the 
favour  to  vifit  it.  In  the  mean  time,  it  would  do 
well  by  way  of  preparative,  if  you  would  duly  and 
conftantly  every  morningread  over  a  paftoral  of  The- 
ocritus or  Virgil  j  and  let  the  lady  IfabeUa  put  your 

Macrobius 
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Macrobius  and  Aulus  GelJius  fomewhere  out  of  your 
way,  for  a  month  or  fo.  Who  knows,  but  travell- 
ing and  long  airing  in  an  open  field,  may  contribute 
more  fuccefsfully  to  the  cooling  a  critic's  feverity, 
than  it  did  to  the  afluaging  of  Mr.  Cheek's  anger, 
of  old?  In  thefe  fields,  you  will  be  fecure  of  finding 
no  enemy,  but  the  moft  faithful  and  affectionate  of 
your  friends,  &c. 


LETTER    XIII. 

May  17,   IJ 


A  F  T  E  R  I  had  recovered  from  a  dangerous 
_£-^L  illnefs  which  was  firft  contracted  in  town, 
about  a  fortnight  after  my  coming  hither  I  troubled 
you  with  a  letter,  and  *  paper  inclos'd,  which  you 
had  been  fo  obliging  as  to  defire  a  fight  of  when  kill  I 
faw  you,  promifing  me  in  return  fome  tranflations 
of  yours  from  Ovid.  Since  when,  I  have  not  had  a 
Syllable  from  your  hands,  fo  that  'tis  to  be  fear'd  that 
tho'  I  have  efcap'd  death,  I  have  not  oblivion.  I 
fliould  at  leaft  have  expected  you  to  have  finiflVd 
that  elegy  upon  me,  which,  you  told  me,  you  was 
upon  the  point  of  beginning  when  I  was  fick  in  Lon- 
don ;  if  you  will  but  do  fo  much  for  me  firft,  I  will 
give  you  leave  to  forget  me  afterwards  ;  and  for  my 
own  part  will  die  at  difcretion,  and  at  my  leifure. 
But  I  fear  I  muft  be  forced,  like  many  learned  au- 
thors, to  write  my  own  epitaph,  if  I  would  be  re- 
member'd  at  all.  Monfieur  de  la  Fontaine's  would 
fit  me  to  a  hair,  but  it  is  a  kind  of  facrilege  (do  you 
think  it  is  not?)  to  fteal  epitaphs.  In  my  prefent, 
living  dead  condition,  nothing  would  be  properer 

*  Vcrfes  on  Silence,  in  imitation  of  the  Earl  of 
RochefteiV  poem  on  Nothing  ;  done  at  fourteen  years 
old.  U- 

tlun 
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than  Oblitufpu  meorum,  oblivifccndus  ts  /7/V,  but  that 
unluckily  1  can't  forget  my  friends,  and  the  civilities 
]  received  from  yourfelf,  and  fomc  others.  They 
fay  indeed  'tis  one  quality  of  generous  minds  to  for- 
get the  obligations  they  haveconferr'd,  and  perhaps 
too  it  may  be  fo  to  forget  thofe  on  whom  they  con- 
ferr'd  'em  :  Then  indeed  I  muft  be  forgotten  to  all 
intents  and  purpofes !  I  am,  it  muft  be  ovvn'd,  dead 
in  a  natural  capacity,  according  to  Mr.  BickerftafF; 
dead  in  a  poetical  capacity,  as  a  damn'd  author ;  and 
dead  in  a  civil  capacity,  as  a  ufelefs  member  of  the 
Commonwealth.  But  reflect,  dear  Sir,  what  me- 
lancholy effects  mav  enfue,  if  dead  men  are  not  civil 
to  one  another !  If  he  who  has  nothing  to  do  him- 
felf,  will  not  comfort  and  fupport  another  in  his  idle- 
nefs :  If  thofe  who  are  to  die  themfelves,  will  not 
now  and  then  pay  the  charity  of  vifiting  a  tomb  and 
a  dead  friend,  and  ftrowing  a  few  flowers  over  him  : 
In  the  fhades  where  I  am,  the  Inhabitants  have  a 
mutual  compaflion  for  each  other  ;  being  all  alike 
Inanes ;  we  faunter  to  one  another's  habitations, 
and  daily  aflift  each  other  in  doing  nothing  at  all. 
This  I  mention  for  your  edification  and  example, 
that  all  alive  as  you  are,  you  may  not  fometimes  dif- 
dain  — dejiperein  loco.  Tho'  you  are  no  Papift,  and 
have  not  fo  much  regard  to  the  dead  as  to  addrefs 
yourfelf  to  them  (which  I  plainly  perceive  by  your 
lilence)  yet  I  hope  you  are  not  one  of  thofe  hetero- 
dox, who  hold  them  to  be  totally  infenfible  of  the 
good  offices  and  kind  wifhes  of  their  living  friends, 
and  to  be  in  a  dull  ftateof  fleep,  without  one  dream 
of  thofe  they  left  behind  them.  If  you  are,  let  this 
letter  convince  you  to  the  contrary,  which  aflures 
you,  I  am  ftill,  tho'  in  a  ftate  of  feparation, 

Your,  &c. 

P.  S.  This  letter  of  deaths,  puts  me  in  mind  of 

poor  Mr.  Bettcrton's  j  over  whom  I  would  have  this 

I  fentencc 
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fentence  of  Tully  for  an  epitaph,   which  will  ferve 
him  as  well  in  his  Moral,  as  his  Theatrical  capacity. 

Vita  bene  aft<e  jucundiffima  eft  recordatio. 

LETTER    XIV. 

June  24,  1710. 

)r  |^I S  very  natural  for  a  young  friend,  and  a 
young  lover,  to  think  the  perfons  they  love 
have  nothing  to  do  but  to  pleafe  them  ;  when  per- 
haps they,  for  their  parts,  had  twenty  other  engage- 
ments before.  This  was  my  cafe  when  I  wonder'd 
I  did  not  hear  from  you  ;  but  I  no  fooner  rcceiv'd 
your  fhort  letter,  but  J  forgot  your  long  filence  :  and 
fo  many  fine  things  as  you  faid  of  me  could  not  but 
have  wrought  a  cure  on  my  own  ficknefs,  if  it  had 
not  been  of  the  nature  of  that,  which  is  deaf  to  the 
Voice  of  the  charmer.  'Twas  impofftble  you  could 
have  better  tim'd  your  compliment  on  my  philofo- 
phy  j  it  was  certainly  propereft  to  commend  me  for 
it  juft  when  I  moft  needed  it,  and  when  I  could 
leaft  be  proud  of  it;  that  is)  when  I  was  in  pain. 
'Tis  not  eafy  to  exprefs  what  an  exaltation  it  gave 
to  my  fpirits,  above  all  the  cordials  of  my  doctor  ; 
and  'tis  no  compliment  to  tell  you,  that  your  com- 
pliments were  fweeter  than  the  fweeteft  of  his  ju- 
leps and  fyrups.  But  if  you  will  not  believe  fo  much, 

Pour  le  moint,  votre  compliment 
M'a  foulage  dans  ce  moment ; 
Et  des  qu'on  me  I' eft  venufaire 
")  'ai  chaff e  man  apoticairey 
Et  renvoye  man  lavement. 

Neverthelefs  I  would  not  have  you  entirely  lay 
afide  the  thoughts  of  my  epitaph,  any  more  than  I 
do  thofe  of  the  probability  of  my  becoming  (e're 

VQL,  VII,  G  long) 
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long)  the  fubje£t  of  one.  For  death  has  of  late 
been  very  familiar  with  fome  of  my  fize;  I  am  told 
my  Lord  Lumley  and  Mr.  Litton  are  gone  before 
me ;  and  tho'  I  may  now,  without  vanity,  efteem 
myfelf  the  leaft  thing  like  a  man  in  England,  yet  I 
ean't  but  be  forry,  two  heroes  of  fuch,a  make  fhould 
die  inglorious  in  their  beds  ;  when  it  had  been  a  fate 
more  worthy  our  fize,  had  they  met  with  theirs 
from  an  irruption  of  cranes,  or  other  warlike  ani- 
mals, thofe  ancient  enemies  to  our  Pygmaean  an- 
ceftors  !  You  of  a  fuperior  fpecies  little  regard  what 
befals  us  bomuncionesfefquipedaks;  however,  you  have 
no  reafon  to  be  fo  uncencern'd,  fuice  all  phyficians 
agree  there  is  no  greater  fign  of  a  plague  among 
men,  than  a  mortality  among  frogs.  I  was  the  other 
day  in  company  with  a  lady,  who  rally'd  my  perfon, 
fo  much,  as  to  caufe  a  total  fubverfion  of  my  coun- 
tenance :  fome  days  after,  to  be  revenged  on  her,  1 
prefented  her,  among  other  company,  the  following 
Rondeau  on  that  occafion,  which  I  deftre  you  to 
Ihow  Sappho. 

You  know  where  you  did  defpife 
(T'other  day}  my  little  eyes, 
Little  legs,  and  little  thighs, 
And  fame  things  of  little  fize, 

You  know  uihcrct 

You,  'tis  true,  have  fine  black  eyes, 
Taper  legs,   and  tempting  thighs,   • 
Yet  what  more  than  all  we  prize 
Is  a  thing  of  little  Jize, 

You  know  where. 

This  fort  of  writing  call'd  the  Rondeau  is  what 
I  never  knew  pra&is'd  in  our  nation,  and,  I  verily 
believe,  it  was  nojt  in  ufe  with  the  Greeks  or  Romans, 
neither  Macrobius  nor  Hyginus  taking  the  leaft  no- 
tice of  it.  'Tis  to  be  obferv'd,  that  the  vulgar  fpel- 
Ung  and  pronouncing  it  Round  O,  is  a  manifeft 

corruption. 
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corruption,  and  by  no  means  to  be  allow'd  of  by 
critics.  Some  may  miftakenly  imagine  that  it  was 
a  fort  of  Rondeau  which  the  Gallick  foldiers  fung  in 
Csefar's  triumph  over  Gaul  —  Gal'ias  Ctefarfubegit, 
&c.  as  it  is  recorded  by  Suetonius  in  Julio,  and  fo 
derive  its  original  from  the  ancient  Gauls  to  the  mo- 
dern French  :  but  this  is  erroneous  ;  the  words  there 
not  being  ranged  according  to  the  Laws  of  the  Ron- 
deau, as  laid  down  by  Clement  Marot.  If  you  will 
fay,  that  the  fong  of  the  foldiers  might  be  only  the 
rude  beginning  of  this  kind  of  poem,  and  fo  con- 
fequently  imperfect,  neither  Heinfius  nor  I  can  be  of 
that  opinion ;  and  fo  I  conclude,  that  we  know  no- 
thing of  the  matter. 

But,  Sir,  I  afkyour  pardon  for  all  thisbuffbonery.> 
which  I  could  not  addrefs  to  any  one  fo  well  as  to 
you,fmce  I  have  found  by  experience,  you  moft  eafily 
forgive  my  impertinencies.  'Tis  only  to  mow  you 
that  I  am  mindful  of  you  at  all  times,  that  I  write  at 
all  times ;  and  as  nothing  I  can  fay  can  be  worth 
your  reading,  fo  I  may  as  well  throw  out  what  comes 
"uppermoft,  as  ftudy  to  be  dull.  I  am,  &c. 


LETTER    XV. 
From  Mr.  CROMWELL; 

July  15,  1710. 

AT  laft  I  have  prevail'd  over  a  lazy  humour  to 
tranfcribc  this  elegy  :  I  have  changed  the  fitu- 
ation  of  feme  of  the  Latin  verfes,  and  made  fome 
interpolations,  but  I  hope  they  are  not  abfurd,  and 
foreign  to  my  author's  fenfe  and  manner ;  but  they 
are  refer'd  to  your  cenfure,  as  a  debt;  whom  I  efteem 
no  lefs  a  critic  than  a  poet :  I  expect  to  be  treated 
G  ^  with 
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with  the  fame  rigour  as  I  have  pra&is'd  to  Mr. 
Dryden  and  you. 

Hanc  veniam  petimufque  damufque  vlclfflm. 

I  defire  the  favour  of  your  opinion,  why  Priam, 
in  his  fpeech  to  Pyrrhus  in  the  fecond  jEneid,  fays 
this  to  him, 

At  non  ille>  fatum  quo  te  mentiris>  Achilles. 

He  would  intimate  (I  fancy  by  Pyrrhus's  anfwer) 
only  his  degeneracy  :  but  then  thefe  following  lines 
of  the  verfion  (I  fuppofe  from  Homer's  hiftory) 
feem  abfurd  in  the  mouth  of  Priam,  viz. 

He  chear'dmyforrowS)  andforfums  of  gold 
The  bloodlefs  carcafe  of  my  He&or  fold. 

I  am 

Your,  &c. 


LETTER    XVI. 

July  20,  1710. 

I  Give  you  thanks  for  the  verfion  you  fent  me  of 
Ovid's  elegy.  It  is  very  much  an  image  of  that 
author's  writing,  who  has  an  agreeablenefs  that 
charms  us  without  corre&nefs,  like  a  miftrefs,  whofe 
faults  we  fee,  but  love  her  with  them  all.  You  have 
veryjudicioufly  alter'd  his  method  in  fome  places, 
and  I  can  find  nothing  which  I  dare  infift  upon  as  an 
error :  what  I  have  written  in  the  margins  being 
merely  guefles  at  a  little  improvement,  rather  than 
criticifms.  I  allure  you  I  do  not  expecl  you  fhould 
fubfcribe  to  my  private  notions  but  when  you  fhall 
judge  them  agreeable  to  reafon  and  good  fenfe. 
What  I  have  done  is  not  as  a  critic,  but  as  a  friend ; 
I  know  too  well  how  many  qualities  are  requifite  to 
make  the  one,  and  that  I  want  almoft  all  I  can  rec- 
kon 
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kon  up ;  but  I  am  fure  I  do  not  want  inclination, 
nor,  I  hope,  capacity,  to  be  the  other.  Nor  fhall  I 
take  it  at  all  amifs,  that  another  difTents  from  my 
opinion  :  'Tis  no  more  than  I  have  often  done  from 
my  own  ;  and  indeed,  the  more  a  man  advances  in 
underftanding,  he  becomes  the  more  every  day  a 
critic  upon  himfelf,  and  finds  fomething  or  other 
flill  to  blame  in  his  former  notions  and  opinions. 
I  could  be  glad  to  know  if  you  have  tranflated  the 
nth  elegy  of  lib.  ii.  Ad  amlcam  navigantem.  The 
8th  of  book  iii,  or  the  nth  of  book  iii,  which  are 
above  all  others  my  particular  favourites,  efpecially 
die  laft  of  thefe.  ' 

As  to  the  paffage  of  which  you  afk  my  opinion  in 
the  fecond  ^Eneid,  it  is  either  fo  plain  as  to  require 
no  foliation;  or  elfe  (which  is  very  probable)  you 
fee  farther  into  it  than  I  can.  Priam  would  fay,  that 
Achilles  (whom  furely  you  only  feign  to  be  your 
father,  fmce  your  actions  are  fo  different  from  his) 
did  not  ufe  me  thus  inhumanly.  He  blufh'd  at 
his  murder  of  Hector,  when  he  faw  my  forrows 
for  him  ;  and  reftpred  his  dead  body  to  me  to  be 
"  buried."  To  this  the  anfwer  of  Pyrrhus  feems  to 
be  agreeable  enough.  "  Go  then  to  the  fhades,  and 
*'  tell  Achilles  how  I  degenerate  from  him :"  grant- 
ing the  truth  of  what  Priam  had  faid  of  the  diffe- 
rence between  them.  Indeed  Mr.  Dryden's  men- 
tioning here  what  Virgil  more  judicioufly  pafles  in 
filence,  the  circumftance  of  Achilles's  felling  for 
money  the  body  of  Hector,  feems  not  fo  proper ;  it 
in  fome  meafure  leffening  the  character  of  Achilles's 
gencrofity  and  piety,  which  is  the  very  point  of 
which  Priam  endeavours  in  this  place  to  convince 
his  fon,  and  to  reproach  him  with  the  want  of.  But 
the  truth  of  this  circumftance  is  no  way  to  be  quef- 
tion'd,  being  exprefly  taken  from  Homer,  who  -re- 
prefents  Achilles  weeping  for  Priam,  yet  receiving 
die  gold,  Iliad  xxiv.  For  when  he  gives  the  body, 
03  he 
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he  ufes  thefe  words,  "  O  my  friend  Patroclus  !  for- 
"  give  me  that  I  quit  the  corpfe  of  him  who  kill'd 
"  thee  ;  I  have  great  gifts  in  ranfom  for  it,  which  I 
"  will  beftow  upon  thy  funeral." 

I  am,  &c. 


LETTER    XVH. 
From  Mr.  CROMWELL. 

Aug  5,  1710. 

I  O  OK  ING  among  forne  French  rhymes,  I 
_j  was  agreeably  furpriz'd  to  find  in  the  Rondeau 
of  *  Pour  le  moins  —  your  A  poticaire  and  Lave- 
fnent,  which  I  took  for  your  own;  fo  much  is  your 
Mufe  of  intelligence  with  the  wits  of  all  lan- 
guages. You  have  refin'd  upon  Voiture,  whofe 
Oit  vous  favez  is  much  inferior  to  your  You  know 
inhere — You  do  not  only  pay  your  club  with  your 
author  (as  our  friend  fays)  but  the  whole  reckoning; 
who  can  form  fuch  pretty  lines  from  fo  trivial  a 
hint. 

For  my  f  Elegy  ;  'tis  confefs'd,  that  the  topogra- 
phy of  Sulmo  in  the  Latin  makes  but  an  awkward 
•figure  in  the  verfion.  Your  couplet  of  the  dog-ftar 
is  very  fine,  .but  may  be  too  fublime  in  this  place. 
I  laugh'd  heartily  at  your  note  upon  Paradife ;  for 
to  make  Ovid  talk  of  the  garden  of  Eden,  is  cer- 
tainly moft  abfurd ;  but  Xenophon  in  his  Oecono- 
mics,  fpeaking  of  a  garden  finely  planted  and  wa- 
tered (as  is  here  defcribed)  calls  it  Paradifos  :  'Tis 
an  interpolation  indeed,  and'  ferves  for  a  gradation  to 

*.  In  Voiture's  Poems.  P. 

•f  Ovid's  Amorum,  I.  ij.  el.  xvi.  Pars  me  Sulmo, 
&c.  P. 
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the  celeftial  orb ;  which  exprefles  in  fome  fort  the 
Sidus  Caftoris  in  parte  coeli — How  trees  can  enjoy, 
let  the  naturalifts  determine;  but  the  poets  make  them 
fenfitive,  lovers,  batchelors,  and  married.  Virgil  in 
his  Georgics,  lib.  ii.  Horace  Ode  xv.  lib.  ii.  Pla- 
tanus  ccelebs  evincet  uhnos.  Epod.  ii.  Ergo  out  adulta 
•uitium  propagine  Alias  maritat  papules .  Your  critique 
is  a  very  Dolcepiccante ;  for  after  the  many  faults  you 
juftly  find,  you  fmooth  your  rigour :  but  an  obliging 
thing  is  owing  (you  think)  to  one  who  fo  much 
efteems  and  admires  you,  and  who  mail  ever  be 

Your,  &c. 


LETTER    XVIII. 

Auguft  21,  1710. 

yO  U  R  Letters  are  a  perfect  charity  to  a  man 
in  retirement,  utterly  forgotten  of  all  his 
friends  but  you ;  for  fince  Mr.  Wycherley  left  Lon- 
don, I  have  not  heard  a  word  from  him  ;  tho'  juft 
before,  and  once  fince,  I  writ  to  hirr^  and  tho'  I 
know  myfelf  guilty  of  no  offence  but  of  doing  fm- 
cerely  juft  what  he  *  bid  me  —  Hoc  rnlbi  libertasy 
hoc  pia  llrigua  dedit !  But  the  greateft  injury  he  does 
me  is  the  keeping  me  in  ignorance  of  his  welfare, 
which  I  am  always  very  felicitous  for,  and  very  un- 
eafy  in  the  fear  of  any  indifpofition  that  may  befal 
him.  In  what  I  fent  you  fome  time  ago,  you  have 
not  verfe  enough  to  be  fevere  upon,  in  revenge  for 
my  laft  criticifm  :  In  one  point  1  muft  perfift,  that  is 
to  fay,  my  diflike  of  your  Paradife,  in  which  I  take 
no  pleafure ;  I  know  very  well  that  in  Greek  'tis  not 
only  us'd  by  Xenophon,  but  is  a  common  word  for 

*  Correcting  his  verfes.     See  the  letters  in  1706,  and 
the  following  years,  of  Mr.  Wycherley  and  Mr.  Pope.  P. 
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any  garden  ;  but  in  Englifh  it  bears  the  fignification 
and  conveys  the  Idea  of  Eden,  which  alone  is  (I 
think)  a  reafon  againft  making  Ovid  ufe  it ;  who 
will  be  thought  to  talk  too  much  like  a  Chriftian  in 
your  verfion  at  leaft,  whatever  it  might  have  been 
in  Latin  or  Greek.  As  for  all  the  reft  of  my  re- 
marks, fince  you  do  not  laugh  at  them  as  at  this,  I 
can  be  fo  civil  as  not  to  lay  any  ftrefs  upon  them 
(as,  I  think,  I  told  you  before)  and  in  particular  in 
the  point  of  trees  enjoying^  you  have,  I  muft  own, 
fully  fatisfied  me  that  the  exprefiton  is  not  only  de- 
fenfible.  but  beautiful.  I  {hall  be  very  glad  to  fee 
your  tranflation  of  the  elegy,  MAmicam  naviganten^ 
as  foort  as  you  can ;  for  (without  a  compliment  to 
you)  every  thing  you  write,  either  in  verfe  or  profe, 
is  welcome  to  me  ;  and  you  may  be  confident,  (if 
my  opinion  can  be  of  any  fort  of  confequence  in 
any  thing)  that  I  will  never  be  unfincere,  tho'  i  may 
be  often  miftaken.  To  ufe  fmcerity  with  you  is  but 
paying  you  in  your  own  coin,  from  whom  I  have 
experienced  fo  much  of  it ;  and  I  need  not  tell  you, 
how  much  I  really  efteem  you,  when  I  eileem  no- 
thing in  the  world  fo  much  as  that  quality,  i  know, 
you  ibmetimes  fay  civil  things  to  me  in  your  epifto- 
lary  fcyle,  but  thofe  I  am  to  make  allowance  for,  as 
particularly  when  you  talk  of  admiring  \  'tis  a  word 
you  are  fo  us'd  to  in  conversion  of  Ladies,  that  it 
will  creep  Lino  your  difcourfe,  in  fpite  of  you,  even 
to  your  friends.  But  as  women,  when  they  think 
themfelves  fccure  of  admiration,  commit  a  thoufand 
negligences,  which  mow  them  fo  much  at  di  fad  van- 
tage and  off  their  guard,  as  to  lofe  the  little  real 
love  they  had  before :  fo  when  men  imagine  others 
entertain  feme  efteem  fur  their  abilities,  they  often 
expofe  all  their  imperfections  and  foolifh  works,  to 
the  difparagement  of  the  little  wit  they  were  thought 
mafters  of.  I  am  going  to  exemplify  this  to  you,  in 
putting  into  your  hands  (being  encouraged  by  fo 

much 
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much  indulgence)  fome  verfes  of  my  youth,  or  ra- 
ther childhood  ;  which  (as  I  was  a  great  admirer  of 
Waller)  were  intended  in  imitation  of  his  manner ; 
*  and  are,  perhaps,  fuch  imitations,  as  thofe  you  fee 
in  awkward  country  dames,  of  the  fine  and  well- 
bred  ladies  of  the  court.  If  you  will  take  them 
with  you  into  Lincolnmire,  they  may  fave  you  one 
hour  from  the  converfation  of  the  country  gentlemen 
and  their  tenants  (who  differ  but  in  drefs  and  name) 
which,  if  it  be  there  as  bad  as  here,  is  even  worfe  than 
my  poetry.  I  hope  your  flay  there  will  be  no  longer 
than  (as  Mr.  Wycherley  calls  it)  to  rob  the  country, 
and  run  away  to  London  with  your  money.  In  the 
mean  time  I  beg  the  favour  of  a  line  from  you,  and 
am  (as  I  will  never  ceafe  to  be) 

Your,  &c. 


LETTER    XIX. 

Oft.    12,  1710. 

IDeferr'd  anfwering  your  laft,  upon  the  advice  I 
receiv'd,  that  you  were  leaving  the  town  for  fome 
time,  and  expected  your  return  with  impatience> 
having  then  a  defign  of  feeing  my  friends  there, 
among  the  firft  of  which  I  have  reafon  to  account 
yourfelf.  But  my  almoft  continual  illnefies  prevent 
that,  as  well  as  molt  other  fatisfaclions  of  my  life  : 
However,  I  may  fay  one  good  thing  of  ficknefs,  that 
it  is  the  beft  cure  in  nature  for  ambition,  and  defigns 
upon  the  world  or  fortune  :  It  makes  a  maai  pretty 
indifferent  for  the  future,  provided  he  can  but  be 
eafy,  by  intervals,  for  the  prefent.  He  will  be  con- 
tent to  compound  for  his  quiet  only,  and  leave  all 

*  One  or  two  of  thefe  were  fmce  printed  among  other 
Imitations  done  in  his  youth.  P. 

the 


90  LETTERS  TO  AND 
the  circumftantial  part  and  pomp  of  life  to  thofe, 
who  have  a  health  vigorous  enough  to  enjoy  all  the 
miftrefles  of  their  delires.  I  thank  God,  there  is 
nothing  out  of  myfelf  which  I  would  be  at  the  trou- 
ble of  ieeking,  except  a  friend ;  a  happinefs  I  once 
hop'd  to  have  poflefs'd  in  Mr.  Wycherley  ;  but 
— Quantum  mutatus  ab  i:lo  ! — I  have  for  fome  years 
been  employ'd  much  like  children  that  build  houfes 
with  cards,  endeavouring  very  buftly  and  eagerly  to 
raife  a  friendfhip,  which  the  firft  breath  of  any  ill- 
natur'd  hy-ftander  could  puff  away. — But  I  will 
trouble  you  no  farther  with  writing,  nor  myfelf  with 
thinking,  of  this  fubjecr. 

I  was  mightily  pleas'd  to  perceive  by  your  quota- 
tion from  Voiture,  that  you  had  track'd  me  fo  far  as 
France.  You  fee  'tis  with  weak  heads  as  with  weak 
ftomachs,  they  immediately  throw  out  what  they 
received  laft ;  ^nd  what  they  read,  floats  upon  the 
furface  of  the  mind,  like  oil  upon  water,  without  in- 
corporating. This,  I  think,  however  can't  be  faid 
of  the  love-verfes  1  laft  troubled  you  with,  where  all 
(I  am  afraid)  is  fo  puerile  and  fo  like  the  author, 
that  no  body  witt  fufpect  any  thing  to  be  borrow'd. 
Yet  you  (as  a  friend,  entertaining  a  better  opinion 
of  them)  itfeems,  fearch'd  in  Waller,  but  fearch'd 
in  vain.  Your  judgment  of  them  is  (I  think)  very 
right, — for  it  was  my  own  opinion  before.  If  you 
think  'em  not  worth  the  trouble  of  correcting,  pray 
tell  me  fo  freely,  and  it  will  fave  me  a  labour  ;  if  you 
think  the  contrary,  you  would  particularly  oblige  me 
by  your  remarks  on  the  feveral  thoughts  as  they  oc- 
cur. I  long  to  be  nib'ing  at  your  verfes,  and  have 
not  forgot  who  promis'd  me  Ovid's  elegy  Ad  d mi  cam 
naviganttm.  Had  Ovid  been  as  long  compofing  it, 
as  you  in  fending  it,  the  lady  might  have  fail'd  to 
Gades,  and  receiv'd  it  at  her  return.  I  have  really 
a  great  itch  of  criticifm  upon  me,  but  want  matter 

here 
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here  in  the  country  ;  which  I  defire  you  to  furnifli 
tne  with,  as  I  do  you  in  the  town, 

5/V  fervat  jludii  feeder  a  quifque  Jui. 

I  am  obliged  to  Mr.  Caryl  (whom,  you  tell  me, 
you  met  at  Epfom)  for  telling  you  truth,  as  a  man 
is  in  thefe  days  to  any  one  that  will  tell  truth  to  his 
advantage  ;  and  I  think  none  is  more  to  mine,  than 
what  he  told  you,  and  I  fhould  be  glad  to  tell  all  the 
world,  that  1  have  an  extreme  affection  and  efleem 
for  you. 

Tecwn  etenim  Ion  go  s  memini  confumere  fetes, 
Ei  tecum  prhnas  epulis  deterpere  noffes  ; 
Unum  opus  &  requiem  pariter  diffonimus  affiloy 
Atque  verecHrtda  laxamus  feria  menfa. 

By  thefe  Epu!<z,  as  I  take  it,  Perfius  meant  the 
Portugal  fnuff  and  burnt  Claret,  which  he  took  with 
his  mafter  Cornutus  ;  and  the  i-erecunda  menfa  was, 
without  difpute,  fome  coffee-houfe  table  of  the  an- 
cients.—  I  will  only  obferve,  that  thefe  four  lines  are 
as  elegant  and  mufical  as  any  in  Perfius,  not  except- 
ing thofe  fix  or  feven  which  Mr.  Dryden  quotes  as 
the  only  fuch  in  all  that  author. — I  could  be  heartily 
glad  to  repeat  the  fatisfa&ion  defcrib'd  in  them,  be- 
ing truly 

Your,  &c. 


LETTER    XX. 

Oaober28,  1710. 

AM  glad  to  find  by  your  laft  letter  that  you  write 
to  me  with  the  freedom  of  a  friend,  fettingdown 
your  thoughts  as  they  occur,  and  dealing  plainly 
with  me  in  the  matter  of  my  own  trifles,  which,  I 
aflure  you,  I  never  valued  half  fo  much  as  I  do  that 
fmcerity  in  you  which  they  were  the  occafion  of  dif- 

covcring 
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covering  to  me  ;  and  which  while  I  am  happy  in,  I 
may  be  trufted  with  that  dangerous  weapon,  Poetry ; 
ftnce  I  fhall  do  nothing  with  it  but  after  afking  and 
following  your  advice.  I  value  fincerity  the  more, 
as  I  find  by  fad  experience,  the  practice  of  it  is 
more  dangerous ;  writers  rarely  pardoning  the  exe- 
cutioners of  their  verfes,  even  tho'  themfelves  pro- 
nounce fentence  upon  them. — As  to  Mr.  Philips's 
Paftorals,  I  take  the  firft  to  be  infinitely  the  beft, 
and  die  fecond  the  worft ;  the  third  is  for  the  great- 
eft  part  a  tranflation  from  Virgil's  Daphnis.  I  will 
not  foreftal  your  judgment  of  the  reft,  only  obferve 
in  that  of  the  Nightingale  thefe  lines  (fpeaking  of 
the  mufician's  playing  on  the  harp) 

Now  lightly  jkimming  o'er  the  firings  they  pafst 
.Like winds  that  g ent-'y  bruJJ)  the  plying Srajst 
And  melting  airs  arije  at  their  conmand ; 
And  noiv,  laborious  with  a  weighty  hand) 
Pie fi ids  into  the  cords^  with  Jolemn  face, 
An. 1  gives  thefivelling  tones  a  jnanly  grace. 

To  which  nothing  can  be  objected,  but  that  they 
are  too  lofty  for  pa  ^  oral,  efpecially  being  put  into 
the  mouth  of  a  fhepherd,  as  they  are  here ;  in  the 
poet's  own  perfon  they  had  been  (I  believe)  more 
proper.  They  are  more  after  Virgil's  manner  than 
that  of  Theocritus,  whom  yet  in  the  character  of 
paftoral  he  rather  feems  to  imitate.  In  the  whole, 
I  agree  with  the  Tatler,  that  we  have  no  better  Ec- 
logues in  our  language.  There  is  a  finall  copy  of 
the  fame  author  pub] ifh'd  in  the  Tatler  N°  12.  on 
the  Dantih  winter:  'Tis  poetical  painting,  and  I 
recommend  it  to  your  perufal. 

Dr.  Garth's  poem  1  have  not  feen,  but  believe  I 
fh;.il  be  of  that  critic's  opinion  you  mention  at/^/V/V, 
who  fvvore  it  was  good  :  for,  tho'  I  am  very  cautious 
of  fwearing  after  critics,  yet  i  think  one  may  do  it 
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more  fafely  when  they  commend,  than  when  they 
blame. 

I  agree  with  you  in  your  cenfure  of  the  ufe  of 
fea-terms  in  Mr.  Dryden's  Virgil ;  not  only  becaufe 
Helenus  was  no  great  prophet  in  thofe  matters,  but 
becaufe  no  terms  of  art  or  cant  words  fuit  with  the 
majefty  and  dignity  of  ftyle  which  epic  poetry  re- 
quires.——^*// metis  divinior  atque  os  magna  fonatu.- 

nan. The  Tarpawlin  phrafe  can    pleafe  none 

but  fuch  qui  aurcm  bnbent  ltatava?n  ;  they  muft  not 
expect  aurlbns  /itticis  proh;n\  I  find  by  you.  (E 
think  I  have  brought  in  two  phrafes  of  Martial 
here  very  dextroufly.) 

Tho'  you  fay  you  did  not  rightly  take  my  mean- 
ing in  the  verfe  I  quoted  from  Juvenal,  yet  I  will 
not  explain  it ;  becaufe,  tho'  it  feems  you  are  rc- 
folv'd  to  take  me  for  a  critic,  I  would  by  no  means 
be  thought  a  commentator. — And  for  another  reafon 
too,  becaufe  I  have  quite  forgot  both  the  verfe  and 
the  application. 

I  hope  it  will  be  no  offence  to  give  my  moft  hearty 
fervice  to  Mr.  Wycherley,  tho'  i  perceive  by  his  laft 
to  me,  I  am  not  to  trouble  him   with  my  letters, 
fmce  he  there  told  me  he  was  going  inftantly  out  of 
town, -and  till  his  return  was  my  fervant,  fcff.     I 
guefs  by  yours  he  is  yet  with  you,  and  beg  you  to 
do  what  you  may  with  all  truth  and  honour,  that  Ls, 
aflure  him  I  have  ever  bcrne  all  the  refpedr,  and  kind- 
nefs  imaginable  to  him.     I  do  not  know  to  this  hour 
what  it  is  that  has  eftranged  him  from  me  ;  but  this 
I  know,  that-  he  may  for  the  future  be  more  fafely 
my  friend,  fince  no  invitation  of  his  (hall  ever  more 
make  me   fo    free  with   him.     I  could    not  have 
thought  any  man  fovcry  cautious  and  fufpicious,  as 
not  tp  credit  his  own  experience  of  a  friend.     In- 
deed to  believe  no  body,  may  be  a  maxim  of  fifety, 
but  not  fo  much  of  honefty.     There  is  but  one  way 
I  know  of  converfmg  fafely,  with  all  men,  that  is, 

2  not 
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not  by  concealing  what  we  fay  or  do,  but  by  fayirig 
or  doing  nothing  that  defervcs  to  be  conceal'd,  and  I 
can  truly  boaft  this  comfort  in  my  affairs  with  Mr. 
Wycherley.  But  I  pardon  his  Jealoufy,  which  is 
become  his  nature,  and  fhall  never  be  his  enemy 
whatfoever  he  fays  of  me. 

Your,  &c. 


LETTER    XXI. 
From  Mr.  CROMWELL. 

Nov.  5,  1710. 

I  Find  I  am  obliged  to  the  fight  of  your  love-verfes, 
for  your  opinion  of  my  fincerity  j  which  had 
never  been  call'd  in  queftion,  if  you  had  not  forced 
me,  upon  fo  many  other  occafions  to  exprefs  my 
efteem. 

I  have  juft  read  and  compar'd  *  Mr.  Row's  ver- 
fion  of  the  ixth  of  Lucan,  with  very  great  pleafure, 
where  I  find  none  of  thofe  abfurdities  fo  frequent  in 
that  of  Virgil,  except  in  two  places,  for  the  fake  of 
lamiog  the  priefts ;  one  where  Cato  fays  —  Sorti- 
legis  egeant  dubit —  and  one  in  the  fimile  of  the  Hae- 
morrhois — fatidici  Sabeci — He  is  fo  errant  a  whig, 
that  he  (trains  even  beyond  his  author,  in  paffion  for 
liberty,  and  averfion  to  tyranny  ;  and  errs  only  in 
amplification.  Lucan  ix  in  initio,  defcribing  the 
feat  of  the  Semidei  manest  fays, 

^ttodque  patet  terras  inter  lunceqiie  meatus9 
Semidei  manes  habitant. 
Mr.  Row  has  this  Line, 

Tlxn  looking  down  on  the  Sun's  feeble  Ray. 

*  Pieces  printed  in  the  6;h  vol.  of  Tonfon's  Mifcella- 
nies.  P. 

Pray 
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Pray  your  opinion,  if  there  be  an  Error -Sphaericira 
in  this  or  no  I 

Your,  &c. 


LETTER 

Nov.  u,  1710. 

YOU  mifrake  me  very  much  in  thinking  the 
freedom  you  kindly  us'd  with  my  love-vcrfes, 
gave  me  the  firft  opinion  of  your  fincerity  :  I  aflurc 
you  it  only  did  what  every  good-natur'd  action  of 
yours  has  done  fince,  confirm' d  me  more  in  that 
opinion.  The  fable  of  the  nightingale  in  l:hilips's 
paftoral,  is  taken  from  Famianus  Strada's  Latin  po- 
em on  the  fame  fubje&,  in  his  Prohifiones  shadeniices  ; 
only  the  tomb  he  erects  at  the  end,  is  added  from 
Virgil's  conclufion  of  the  Cu'ex.  I  can't  forbear 
giving  you  a  paflage  out  of  the  Latin  poem  I  men- 
tion, by  whicn  you  will  find  the  Engiifli  poet  is  in- 
debted to  it. 

Alter  not  mira  arte  fides :  dum  torque  f  acittas^ 
Inciditquc,  graves  operofo  verb  en  pulfut. 
Jamque  manu  per  fila  volat ;  Jimtil  hos,  fimul  iilos 
Exp!orat  numeros^  cbordaque  labor  at  in  omni. — 
Max  filet.     Ilia  modh  totldem  refpondet^  &  artetn 
Arte  refert.     Nunc  ceu  rudis,  ant  incerta  canendi, 
Prabet  iter  liqvidum  labenti  e  peffore  vociy 
Nunc  ca?/im  variat,  mcdulifque  cancra  minuth 
Delibrat  vocem,  tremuloque  reciprocal  ore. 

This  poem  was  many  years  fince  imitated  by  Cra- 
fhaw,  out  of  whofe  verfes  die  following  are  very  re- 
markable. 

From  this  to  that,  from  that  to  this  be  fief  9 
Feels  muftc's  pulfe  in  all  its  arteries  ; 
Caught  in  a  net  which  there  Apollo  fpreads^ 
Hit  finger  sftruggle  with  the  vscal  threads. 

X  I  have 
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I  have  (as  I  think  I  formerly  told  you)  a  very  good 
opinion  of  Mr.  Row's  ixth  book  of  Lucan  :  Indeed 
he  amplifies  too  much,  as  well  as  Breboeuf,  the  fa- 
mous French  imitator.  If  I  remember  right,  he 
fometimes  takes  the  whole  comment  into  the  text  of* 
the  verfion,  as  particularly  in  lin.  808.  Utqtte  folet 
pariter  totis  fe  c ff under e  fignh  Corycii  preffura  croci. — 
And  in  the  place  you  quote,  he  makes  of  thofe  two 
lines  in  the  Latin, 

Vldlt  quanta  fub  vofiejaceret 
No/Ira  dies,  rijitque  fui  ludibria  trund, 

no  lefs  than  eight  in  Englim. 

What  you  obfcrve,  fure,  cannot  be  an  Error-Sphse- 
ricus,  fiddly  fpeaking,  eithei*?tolemaic,  or  our 
Copernican  fyftcm j  Tycho  Brahe  himfelf  will  be  on 
the  tranflator's  fide.  For  Mr.  Row  here  fays  no 
more,  than  that  he  Icok'd  down  on  the  rays  of  the 
fun,  which  Pompey  might  do,  even  tho'  the  body 
of  the  fun  were  above  him. 

You  can't  but  have  remarked  what  a  journey  Lu- 
can here  makes  Cato  take  for  the  fake  of  his  fine  de- 
fcriptions.  From  Cyrene  he  travels  by  land,  for  no 
better  reafon  than  this ; 

H<ec  eademfttadebat  hiemsy  qua  claufe^'at  aquor. 

The  winter's  effects  on  the  fea,  it  feems,  were  more 
to  be  dreaded  than  all  the  ferpents,  whirlwinds,  fands, 
&c.  by  land,  which  immediately  after  he  paints  out 
in  his  fpeech  to  the  foldicrs  :  Then  he  fetches  a 
compafs  a  vaft  way  round  about,  to  the  Nafamones 
and  Jupiter  Ammon's  temple,  purely  to  ridicule  the 
oracles  :  and  Labienus  muft  pardon  me,  if  I  do  not 
believe  him  when  he  fays — fen  oltitllt^  &  fortuna 
via  —  either  Labienus  or  the  map,  is  very  much 
miftaken  here.  Thence  he  returns  back  to  the  Syr- 
tes  (which  he  might  have  taken  firfl  in  his  way  to 
Utica)  and  fo  to  Leptis  Minor,  where  our  author 

leaves 
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leaves  him  ;  who  feems  to  have  made  Cato  fpeak  hi« 
own  mind,  when  he  tells  his  aimy — Ire  fat  ejl  — 
no  matter  whither.  I  am, 

Your,  &c. 


LETTER    XXIII. 
From  Mr.  CROMWELL. 

Nov.  20,  1710. 

r  •  '\HE  fyftem  of  Tycho  Brahe  (were  it  true,  as 
as  it  is  novel)  could  have  no  room  here  :  Lu- 
can  with  the  rett  of  the  Latin  pnets,  feems  to  fol- 
low Plato  j  whofe  order  of  the  fpheres  is  clear  in  Ci- 
cero, De  natura  Deorum^  De  fomnio  Scipionisy  and  in 
Macrobius.  The  feat  of  the  Semidei  mattes  is  Pla- 
tonic too,  for  Apuleim  De  deo  Socratis  afligns  the 
fame  to  the  Genii,  viz.  the  region  of  the  Air  for 
their  intercourfe  with  gods  and  men  ;  fo  that,  I  fan- 
cy, Row  miftook  the  fituation,  and  I  can't  be  rc- 
concil'd  to,  Look  down  on  toe  fu.i's  rays.  I  am  glad 
you  agree  with  me  about  the  latitude  he  takes  ;  and 
wifti  you  had  told  me,  if  the  Jo  -tilegi,  and  fatidicl^ 
could  licenfe  his  invective  againft  priefts  ;  but,  I  fup- 
pofe,  you  think  them  (with  Helena)  undeferving  of 
your  proteAion.  I  agree  with  you  in  Lucan's  er- 
rors, and  the  caufe  of  them,  his  poetic  defcriptions  : 
for  the  Romans  then  knew  the  coaft  of  Africa  from 
Cyrene  (to  thefouth-eaft  of  which  lies  Ammorv  to- 
ward Egypt)  to  L'->ptis  and  Utica  :  but,  pray,  re- 
member how  ypur  Homer  iv;dd:d  while  Ulyllej 
flept,  and  waking  knew  not  where  he  w.o,  in  the 
fhort  paflagc  irom  Corcyra  to  Ithaca  I  like  Trapp's 
verfions  for  their  iuitncfs;  his  Pfalm  is  excellen", 
the  prodigies  in  the  firftGeorgic  judicious  (whence 
I  conclude  that  'tis  eafier'  to  turn  Vergil  juftly  ip. 
VOL.  VI!.  H  blank 


98  LETTERS    TO  AND 

blank  vcrfe,  than  rhyme.)  The  eclogue  of  Gallus, 
and  fable  of  Phaeton  pretty  well  ;  but  he  is  very 
faulty  in  his  numbers  ;  the  fate  of  Phaeton  might 
run  thus, 

The  blafled  Phaeton  with  blazing  hair  J 

Shot  gliding  thro'  the  va]l  abyfs  of  air, 

And  tumbled  headlong,  like  a  falling  flar.  J 

I  am  Your,  &c. 


LETTER    XXIV. 

Nov.  24,  1710. 

TO  make  ufe  of  that  freedom  and  familiarity  of 
ftyle,  which  we  have  taken  up  in  our  cor- 
refpondcnce,  and  which  is  more  propejly  talking 
upon  paper,  than  writing  ;  I  will  tell  you  without 
any  preface,  that  I  never  took  Tycho  Brahc  for  one 
of  the  ancients,  or  in  the  leaft  an  acquaintance  of 
Toucan's  j  nay,  'tis  a  mercy  on  this  occafion  that  I  do 
not  give  you  an  account  of  his  life  and  conversation ; 
as  how  he  liv'd  fome  years  like  an  inchanted  knight 
in  a  certain  ifland,with  a  tale  of  aKing  of  Denmark's 
miftrefs  that  fhall  be  mmelefs  —  But  I  have  com- 
paflion  on  you,  and  would  not  for  the  world  you 
fhould  ftay  any  longer  among  the  Genii  and  Semi- 
dei  Manes,  you  know  where ;  for  if  once  you  get 
fo  near  the  moon,  Sappho  will  want  your  prefcnce 
in  the  clovds  and  inferior  regions ;  not  to  mention 
the  great  lofs  Drury-lane  will  iuftain,  when  Mr.  C — 
is  in  the  milky  way.  Thefe  ccleftial  thoughts  put 
me  in  mind  of  the  priefts  you  mention,  who  are  a 
fort  of  Sortilegi  in  one  fenfe,  becaufe  in  their  lottery 
there  are  more  blanks  than  prizes ;  the  adventurers 
being  at  beft  in  an  uncertainty,  whereas  the  fetters- 
up  are  fore  of  fomething.  Priefts  indeed  in  their 

character, 
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character,  as  they  reprefent  God,  are  facred  ;  and 
fo  are  Conftablcs  as  they  reprefent  the  King  ;  but 
you  will  own  a  great  many  of  them  are  very  odd 
fellows,  and  the  devil  of  any  likenefs  in  them.  Yet 
I  can  aflureyou,  I  honour  the  good  as  much  as  I  de- 
teft  the  bad,  and  I  think,  that  in  condemning  thefe, 
we  praife  thofe.  The  tranflations  from  Ovid  I  have 
not  fo  good  an  opinion  of  as  you  ;  becaufe  I  think 
they  have  little  of  the  main  characleriftic  of  this 
author,  a  graceful  eafinefs.  For  let  the  fenfe  be 
ever  fo  exactly  render'd,  unlefs  an  author  looks  like 
himfelf,  in  his  air,  habit,  and  manner,  'tis  a  dif- 
guife,  and  not  a  tranflation.  But  as  to  the  Pfalm,  I 
think  David  is  much  more  beholden  to  the  tranflator 
than  Ovid ;  and  as  he  treated  the  Roman  like  a  Jew, 
fo  he  has  made  the  Jew  fpeak  like  a  Roman. 

Your,  &c. 


LETTER     XXV. 
From  Mr.  CROMWELL. 

Dec.'s,  1710. 

THE  fame  judgment  we  made  on  Row's  ixthof 
Lucan  will  fervefor  his  part  of  the  vith,  where 
I  find  this  memorable  line, 

Parq'te  nov'um  For  tuna  videt  concur r ere,  bellum 
Atque  virum. 

For  this  he  employs  fix  verfes,  among  which  is  this, 
A i  if  on  Knightly  terms  in  lifts  they  ran. 

Pray  can  you  trace  chivalry  up  higher  than  Phara- 
mond  ?  will  you  allow  it  an  anachroni(jn  ?  — Tickel 
in  his  verfion  of  the  Phzenix  from  Claudian, 

H  2  Ifht* 
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JVben  nature  ceafes,  thou  Jbalt  Jlill  remain , 
Nor  fecond  Chaos  bound  thy  endlefe  reign. 

Claudian  thus, 

Et  clades  te  nuUa  rapit*,  folufque  fuper/les, 
Edomita  tellure,  manes. 

which  plainly  refers  to  the  deluge  of  Deucalion  and 
the  conflagration  of  Phaeton  ;  not  to  the  final  diflb- 
lution.  Your  thought  of  the  priefts  lottery  is  very 
fine  :  you  play  the  wit,  and  not  the  critic,,  upon  the 
errors  of  your  brother. 

Your  obfervations  are  all  very  juft  :  Virgil  is  emi- 
nent for  adjuftinghis  diction  to  his  fentiments;  and, 
among  the  moderns,  I  find  you  pra&ife  the  Profodia 
of  your  rules.  Your  *  poem  (hews  you  to  be,  what 
you  fay  of  Voiture  —  with  books  well  bred;  the  irate 
of  the  fair,  tho'  fatirical,  is  touch'd  with  that  deli- 
cacy, and  gallantry,  that  not  the  court  of  Auguftus, 
not  —  But  hold,  I  fhall  lofe  what  I  lately  reeover'd, 
your  opinion  of  my  fincerity :  yet  I  rnuft  fay,  'tis 
as  faultlefs  as  the  fair  to  whom  'tis  addrefs'd,  be  fhe 
never  fo  perfect.  The  M.-G.  (who,  it  feems,  had 
no  right  notion  of  you,  as  you  of  him)  tranfcrib'd 
it  by  lucubration :  From  fome  difcourfe  of  yours, 
he  thought  your  inclination  led  you  to  (what  the 
men  of  fafhion  call  learning)  pedantry  ;  but  now, 
he  fays,  he  has  no  lefs,  I  afiure  you,  than  a  venera- 
tion for  you. 

Your,  &c. 

•  To  a  Lady,  with  the  Worlu  of  \7oiture.  P. 
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L  E  T  T  E  R    XXVI. 

Decemb.  17,  1710. 

T  T  feems  that  my  late  mention  of  Crafliaw,  and 
|_  my  quotation  from  him,  has  mov'd  your  curio- 
fity.  I  therefore  fend  you  the  whole  Author,  who 
has  held  a  place  among  my  other  books  of  this  na- 
ture for  fome  years  ;  in  which  time  having  read 
him  twice  or  thrice,  I  find  him  one  of  thofe  whofe 
works  mayjuft  dcfcrve  reading.  I  take  this  poet  to 
have  writ  like  a  gentleman,  that  is,  at  leifure  hours, 
and  more  to  keep  out  of  idlenefs,  than  to  eftablifh 
a  reputation  :  fo  that  nothing  regular  or  juil  can  be 
expected  from  him.  All  that  regards  defign,  form, 
fable  (which  is  the  foul  of  poetiy)  all  that  concerns 
exaclnefs,  or  confent  of  parts  (which  is  the  body) 
will  probably  be  wanting  j  only  pretty  conceptions, 
fine  metaphors,  glittering  expreflions,  and  fomething 
of  a  neat  caft  of  verfe  (which  are  properly  the  drefs, 
gems,  or  loofe  ornaments  of  poetry)  may  be  found 
in  thefe  verfes.  This  is  indeed  the  cafe  of  moft 
other  poetical  writers  of  mifcellanies ;  nor  can  it 
well  be  otherwife,  fince  no  man  can  be  a  true  poet, 
who  writes  for  diverfion  only.  Thefe  authors  fliould 
be  confidcr'd  as  verfifiers  and  witty  men,  rather  than 
as  poets  j  and  under  this  head  will  only  fall  the 
thoughts,  the  expreffion,  and  the  numbers.  Thefe 
are  only  the  pleafmg  part  of  poetry,  which  may  be 
judged  of  at  a  view,  and  comprehended  all  at  once. 
And  (to  exprefs  myfelf  like  a  painter)  their  colour- 
ing entertains  the  fight,  but  the  lines  and  life  of  the 
picture  are  not  to  be  infpe&ed  too  narrowly. 

This  Author  form'd  himfelf  upon  Petrarch,  or 
rather  upon  Marino.     His  thoughts,  one  may  ob» 
ferve,  in  the  main,  are  pretty  j    but  oftentimes  far 
Tdj  and  too  often  ftrain'd  and  ftiffen'd  to  make 
H  3  them 
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them  appear  the  greater.  For  men  are  never  fo  ap£ 
to  think  a  thing  great,  as  when  it  is  odd  or  wonder- 
ful ;  and  inconfiderate  authors  would  rather  be  ad- 
mir'd  than  underftood.  This  ambition  of  furpriz- 
ing  a  reader,  is  the  true  natural  caufe  of  all  fuftian, 
or  bombaft  in  poetry.  To  confirm  what  I  have  faid, 
you  need  but  look  into  his  firft  Poem  of  the  Weep- 
er, where  the  2d,  4th,  6th,  i4th,  2  ift  ftanzas  arc  as 
fublimely  dull,  as  the  yth,  8th,  gth,  1 6th?  1 7th,  2Oth, 
and  2 3d  ftanzas  of  the  fame  copy,  are  foft  and 
pleafing:  and  if  thefe  laft  want  any  thing,  it  is  an 
eafier  and  more  unaffected  expreffion.  The  remain- 
if  g  thoughts  in  that  poem  might  have  b'een^arcd, 
being  either  but  repetitions,  or  very  trivial  and  meani 
And  by  this  example  in  the  firft  one  may  guefs  at  alt 
the  reft  ;  to  be  like  this,  a  mixture  of  tender  gentle 
thoughts  and  fuitable  expreflions,  of  forced  and  in- 
extricable conceits,  and  of  ncedlefs  fillers-up  to  the 
reft.  From  all  which  it  is  plain,  this  author  writ 
faft,  and  fet  down  what  came  uppermoft.  A  reader 
may  fkim  off  the  froth,  and  ufe  the  clear  under- 
neath ;  but  if  he  goes  too  deep  will  meet  with  a 
mouthful  of  dregs  ;  either  the  ton  or  bottom  of  him 
are  good  for  little,  but  what  he  did  in  his  own,  na- 
tural, middle- way,  is  beft. 

To  fpeak  of  his  numbers,  is  a  little  difficult,  they 
are  fo  various  and  irregular,  and  moftly  Pindaric  ; 
'tis  evident  his  heroic  vcrfe  (the  beft  example  of 
which  is  his  Mufic's  Duel)  is  carclefly  made  up  ;  but 
one  may  imagine  from  what  it  now  is,  that,  had  he 
taken  more  care,  it  had  been  mufical  and  pleafing 
enough,  not  extremely  majeftic,  but  fvveet :  and  the 
time  confider'd  of  his  writing,  he  was  (even  as  un- 
correft  as  he  is)  none  of  the  worft  vcrfificators. 

I  will  juft  obferve,  that  the  beft  pieces  of  this  au- 
thor arc,  a  Paraphrafe  on  Pfal.  xxiii.  On  Lcfluis, 
Epitaph  on  Mr.  Afhton,  Wilhcstohis  fuppos'J  mif- 
trcfs,  and  the  Dies  fr^. 

L  E  T- 
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LETTER    XXVII. 

Decemb.  30,  1710. 

T  Refume  my  old  liberty  of  throwing  out  myfelf 
J_  upon  paper  to  you,  and  making  what  thoughts 
float  uppermoft  in  my  head,  the  fubjccT:  of  a  letter. 
They  are  at  prefent  upon  laughter,  which  (for  aught 
I  know)  may  be  the  caufe  you  might  lometimes 
think  me  too  remifs  a  friend,  when  I  was  moll  in- 
tirely  fo :  for  I  am  never  fo  inclin'd  to  mirth  as 
when  I  am  moft  pleas'd  and  molt  eafy,  which  is  in 
the  company  of  a  friend  like  yourfe'f. 

As  the  fooling  and  toying  with  a  miftrefs  is  a  proof 
of  fondnefs,  not  difrefpeft,  fo  is  raillery  with  a 
friend.  I  know  there  are  prudes  in  friendfhip,  who 
expefldiftance,  awe,  and  adoration,  but  I  know  you 
are  not  of  them  ;  and  1  for  my  part  am  no  Idol- 
worfhipper,  tho'  aPapift.  If  I  were  to  addrefs  Ju- 
piter himfelf  in  a  heathen  way,  I  fancy  I  ftiould  be 
apt  to  take  hold  of  his  knee  in  a  familiar  manner,  if 
not  of  his  beard  like  Dionyfius ;  I  was  juft  going  to 
fay  of  his  buttons  j  but  I  think  Jupiter  wore  none 
(however  I  won't  be  pofitive  to  fo  nice  a  critic  as 
you,  but  his  robe  might  be  fubnecled  with  a  Fibula.) 
I  know  fome  philofophers  define  laughter,  A  recom- 
mending ourfcfaes  to  our  own  favour^  by  cotnporifon  with 
the  weaknefs  of  another  :  but  I  am  fure  I  very  rarely 
laugh  with  that  view,  nor  do  I  believe  children  have 
any  fuch  confideration  in  their  heads,  when  they  ex- 
prefs  their  pleafure  this  way :  I  laugh  full  as  inno- 
cently as  they,  for  the  moft  part,  and  as  fillily. 
There  is  a  difference  too  betwixt  laughing  a!. out  a 
thing,  and  laughing  at  a  thing  :  one  may  find  the 
inferior  man  (to  make  a  kind  of  cafuiftical  diftinc- 
tion)  provoked  to  folly  at  the  fight  or  obfervation  of 
fome  circuniftance  of  a  thing)  when  the  thing  itjelf 
appears  folemn  and  auguft  to  the  fuperior  man,  that 
H  4  is, 
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is,  our  judgment  and  reafon.  Let  an  Ambaflador 
fpeak  the  beft  fenfe  in  the  world  and  deport  himfelf 
in  the  moft  graceful  manner  before  a  Prince,  yet  if 
the  tail  of  his  fhirt  happen  (as  I  have  known  it  hap- 
pen to  a  very  wife  man)  to  hang  out  behind,  more 
people  mail  laugh  at  that  than  attend  to  the  other  ; 
till  they  recollect  themfclves,  and  then  they  will  not 
have  a  jot  the  Ids  refpecl:  for  the  minifter.  I  muft 
confefs  the  iniquity  of  my  countenance  before  you  ; 
feveral  mufdes  of  my  face  fometimcs  take  an  imper- 
tinent liberty  with  my  judgment,  but  then  my  judg- 
ment foon  rifes,  and  fet?  all  right  again  about  my 
mouth  :  and  I  find  I  value  no  man  fo  much,  as  him 
in  whofe  fight  I  have  been  playing  the  fool  I  can- 
not befub  perfona  before  a  man  I  love;  and  not  to 
laugh  with  honefly,  when  nature  prompts,  or  folly 
(which  is  more  a  fecond  nature  than  any  thing  I 
know)  is  but  a  knavifh  hypocritical  way  of  makirg 
amafk  of  one's  own  face. — To  conclude,  thofcthat 
are  my  friends,  I  laugh  with  and  thofe  that  are  not 
I  I.ju^h  at ;  fo  am  merry  in  company,  and  if  ever  I 
4m  wife,  it  is  all  by  my  ft  If.  You  take  jufhnothef 
courfe,  and  to  thofe  that  are  not  your  friends,  are 
very  civil ;  and  to  thofe  that  are,  very  endearing  and 
complaifant :  thus  when  you  and  1  meet,  there  will 
be  the  Rifus&  Blandiii^  united  together  in  conver- 
fation,  as  they  commonly  are  in  a  vcrfe.  But  with- 
out laughter  on  the  one  fiie;  or  compliment  on  the 
other,  I  aflure  you  I  am,  with  real  efteem, 

Your,  &c. 


LET- 
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LETTER    XXVIII. 
From  Mr.  CROMWELL. 

Oa.  26,  1711. 

MR.  Wycherley  vifited  me  at  Bath  in  my  fick- 
nefs,  and  exprefs'd  much  affection  to  me: 
hearing  from  me  how  welcome  his  letters  would  be, 
he  prefently  writ  to  you  ;  in  which  I  inferted  my 
fcrall,  and  after,  a  fecond.  He  went  to  Gloucefter 
in  his  way  to  Salop,  but  was  difappointed  of  a  boat, 
and  fo  return'd  to  the  Bath;  then  he  (hewed  me  your 
anfwer  to  his  letters,  in  which  you  fpeak  of  my  good- 
nature, but,  I  fear,  you  found  me  very  froward  at 
Reading ;  yet  you  allow  for  my  illnefs.  I  could  not 
poffibly  be  in  the  fame  houfe  with  Mr.  Wycherley, 
tho'  1  fought  it  earneflly  ;  nor  come  up  to  town  with 
him,  he  being  engaged  with  others  j  but,  whenever 
we  met,  we  talk'd  of  you.  He  praifes  your  *  Poem, 
and  even  out-vies  me  in  kind  expreflions  of  you. 
As  if  he  had  not  wrote  two  letters  to  you,  he  was 
for  writing  every  poft  ;  I  put  him  in  mind  he  had 
already.  Forgive  me  this  wrong  j  I  know  not  whe- 
ther my  talking  fo  much  of  your  great  humanity 
and  tendernefs  to  me,  and  love  to  him  ;  or  whether 
the  return  of  his  natural  difpofition  to  you,  was  the 
caufe ;  but  certainly  you  are  now  highly  in  his  fa- 
vour :  now  he  will  come  this  winter  to  your  houfe, 
and  I  muft  go  with  him  ;  but  firft  he  will  invite  you 
fpeedily  to  town. —  I  arrived  on  Saturday  laft  much 
wearied,  yet  had  wrote  fooncr,  but  was  told  by  Mr. 
Gay  (who  has  writ  a  pretty  poem  to  Lintot,  and 
who  gives  you  his  fervice)  that  you  was  gone  from 
home.  Lewis  fhewed  me  yourLetter,  which  fet  me 
right,  and  your  next  letter  is  impatiently  expected 

*  Eflay  on  Ciiticifm.         P. 

from 
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from  me.  Mr.  Wycherlcy  came  to  town  on  Sun- 
day laft,  and  kindly  furprized  me  with  a  vifit  on 
Monday  morning.  We  dined  and  drank  together ; 
and  I  faying,  To  our  Loves,  he  reply'd,  'Tis  Mr. 
Pope'*  health  :  He  faid  he  would  go  to  Mr.  Thc- 
rold's  and  leave  a  letter  for  you.  1  ho'  I  cannot 
anfwer  for  the  event  of  all  this,  in  refpect  to  him  ; 
yet  I  can  aflure  you,  that,  when  you  pleafe  to  come, 
you  will  be  moil  defirable  to  me,  as  always  by  in- 
clination, fo  now  by  duty,  who  (hall  ever  be 

Your,  &c. 


LETTER    XXIX. 

Nov.  12,  17  i  r. 

J  Received  the  entertainment  of  your  letter  the 
day  after  I  had  fent  you  one  of  mine,  and  I  am 
t  this  morning  returned  hither.  The  news  you 
tell  me  of  the  many  difficulties  you  found  in  your 
return  from  Bath,  gives  me  fuch  a  kind  of  pleafure 
as  we  ufually  take  in  accompanying  our  friends  in 
their  mix'd  adventures  ;  for,  methinks,  I  fee  you  la- 
bouring thro'  all  your  inconveniencies  of  the  rough 
roads,  the  hard  faddle,  the  trotting  horfe,  and  what 
not  ?  What  an  agreeable  furprize  would  it  have  been 
to  me,  to  have  met  you  by  pure  accident,  (which  I 
was  within  an  ace  of  doing)  and  to  have  carried 
you  off  triumphantly,  fotyou  on  aneafier  pad,  and 
relieved  the  wandring  knight  with  a  night's  lodging 
and  rural  repaft,  at  our  caftle  in  the  foreit  ?  But  thefe 
are  only  the  pleafing  imaginations  of  a  difappointcd 
lover,  who  mult  fuffcr  in  a  melancholy  abfence  yet 
thefe  two  months.  In  the  mean  time,  I  take  up 
with  the  Mufes  for  want  of  your  better  company  > 
the  Mufes,  qu#  nobifcum  pernoffant^  peregrinantur, 
ru/licantur.  Thofe  aerial  ladies  juft  difcover  enough 

to 
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to  me  of  their  beauties  to  urge  my  purfuit,  and  draw 
me  on  in  a  wandering  maze  of  thought,  ftill  in 
hopes  (and  only  in  hopes)  of  a  taining  thofe  favours 
from  them,  which  they  confer  on  their  more  happy 
admirers.  We  grafp  fome  more  beautiful  idea  in 
qur  own  brain,  than  our  endeavours  to  ej:prefs  it  can 
fet  to  the  view  of  others  ;  and  ftill  do  but  labour  to 
frll  fhort  of  our  firft  imagination.  The  gay  colour- 
ing which  fancy  gave  at  the  firft  tranfient  glance  we 
had  of  it,  goes  oft"  in  the  execution  :  like  thofe  va- 
rious figures  in  the  gilded  clouds,  which  while  we 
gaze  long  upon,  to  feparate  the  parts  of  each  ima- 
ginary image,  the  whole  faints  before  the  eye,  and 
decays  into  confufion. 

I  am  highly  pleafed  with  the  knowledge  you  give 
me  of  Mr.  Wycherley's  prefent  temper,  which 
feems  fo  favourable  to  me.  I  fhall  ever  have  fuch  a 
fund  of  affection  for  him  as  to  be  agreeable  to  my- 
felf  when  I  am  fo  to  him,  and  cannot  but  be  gay 
when  he  is  in  good  humour,  as  the  furface  of  the 
earth  (if  you  will  pardon  a  poetical  fimilitude)  is 
clearer  or  gloomier,  juft  as  the  fun  is  brighter  or 
more  over-caft  —  I  fhould  be  glad  to  fee  the  verfes 
to  Lintot  which  you  mention,  for,  methinks,  fome- 
thing  oddly  agreeable  may  be  produced  from  that 
fubject  —  For  what  remains,  I  am  fo  well,  that  no- 
thing but  the  aflurance  of  your  being  fo  can  make 
me  better ;  and  if  you  would  have  me  live  with  any 
fatisfa6tion  thefe  dark  days  in. which  I  cannot  fee 
you,  it  muft  be  by  your  writing  fometimes  to 

Your,  &c. 
LET- 
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LETTER     XXX. 
From  Mr.  CROMWELL. 

Dec.  7,  17 IT. 

MR.  Wycherley  has,  I  believe,  fent  you  two 
or  three  letters  of  invitation  ;  but  you,  like 
the  fair,  will  be  long  follicited  before  you  yield,  to 
make  the  favour  the  more  acceptable  to  the  lover. 
He  is  much  yours  by  his  talk ;  for  that  unbounded 
genius  which  has  rang'd  at  large  like  a  libertine, 
now  feems  confin'd  to  you  :  and  I  fhould  take  him 
for  your  miftrcfs  too  by  your  fimile  of  the  fun  and 
earth :  'Tis  very  fine,  but  inverted  by  the  applica- 
tion 3  for  the  gaiety  of  your  fancy,  and  the  droop- 
ing of  his  by  the  withdrawing  of  your  luftre,  per- 
fuades  me  it  would  be  jufter  by  the  reverfe.  Oh 
happy  favourite  of  the  Mufes  !  how  pernoffare,  all 
night  long  with  them  ?  but  alas  !  you  do  but  toy, 
but  fkirmifh  with  them,  and  decline  a  clofe  engage- 
ment. Le;ive  Elegy  and  tranflation  to  the  inferior 
elafs,  on  whom  the  Mufes  only  glarice  now  and 
then  like  our  winter-fun,  and  then  leave  them  in 
the  dark.  Think  on  the  dignity  of  Tragedy,  which 
is  of  the  greater  poetry,  as  Dennis  fays,  and  foil 
him  at  hrs  other  weapon,  as  you  have  done  in  Cri- 
ticifm.  Every  one  wonders  that  a  genius  like  yours 
will  not  fupport  the  finking  Drama  ;  and  Mr.  Wilks 
(tho',  I  think,  his  talent  is  Comedy)  has  exprcfs'd  a 
furious  ambition  to  fwell  in  your  bufkins  We  have 
had  a  poor  Comedy  of  Johnfon's  (not  Ben)  which 
held  feven  nights,  and  has  got  him  three  hundred 
pounds,  for  the  town  is  fharp-fet  on  new  plays.  In 
vain  would  I  fire  you  by  intereft  or  ambition,  when 
your  mind  is  not  fufceptible  of  either  ;  'tho'  your 
authority  (arifingfrom  the  general  efteem,  like  that 
of  Pompey)  muft  infallibly  allure  you  of  fuccefs ; 

for 
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for  which  in   all  your  wiflies  you  will  be  attended 
with  thofe  of 

Your,  &c. 


LETTER    XXXI. 

Dec.  21,  171  r« 

IF  I  have  not  writ  to  you  fo  foon  as  I  ought,  let 
my  writing  now  atone  for  the  delay ;  as  it  wiU 
infallibly  do,  when  you  know  what  a  fachfice  I  make 
you  at  this  time,  and  that  every  moment  my  eyes 
are  employ'd  upon  this  paper,  they  are  taken  off 
from  two  of  the  fmeft  faces  in  the  univei  fe.     But 
indeed  'tis  fome  confolation  to  me  to   reflect,  thajt 
while  I  but  write  this^period,  I  efcape  fome  hundred 
fatal  darts  from  thofe  unerring  eyes,  and  about  a 
thoufand  deaths  or  better.     Now  you,  that  delight 
in  dying,  would  not  once  have  dreamt  of  an  abfent 
friend  in  thefe  circumftances  ;    you  that  are  fo  nice 
an  admirer  of  beauty,  or  (as  a  Critic  would  fay  af- 
ter Terence)  fo  elegant  a  fpcflator  of  firms ;    yow 
muft  have  a  fober  dim  of  coffee,  and  a  folitary  can- 
dle at  your  fide,  to  write  an  epiftle  lucubratory  tp> 
your  friend  ;  whereas  I  can  do  it  .as  well  with  two 
pair  of  radiant  lights,  that  outfhine  the  golden  god 
of  day  and  filver  goddefs  of  night,  and   all  the  .re- 
fulgent eyes  of  the  firmament. — You  fancy  now  that 
Sappho's  eyes  are  two  of  thefe  my  tapers,  but  it  is 
no  fuch  matter ;  thefe  are  eyes  that  have  more  per- 
fuafion  in  one  glance  than  all  Sappho's  oratory  an4 
gefture  together,  let  her  put  her    body   into  what 
moving  poftures  me  pleafes.     Indeed,    indeed,  my 
friend,  you  could  never  have  found  fo  improper  a 
time  to  tempt  me  with  imercft  or  ambition  :  'let  me 
but  have  the  reputation  of  thefe  in  my  keeping,  and 
as  for  my  own,  let  the  devil,  or  let  Dennis,  take  it 
for  f  vcr.     How  gladly  would  I  g^ive  all  I  am  worth, 
6  that 
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that  is  to  fay,  my  Paftoralsj  for  one  of  them,  and 
my  Eflay  for  the  other  ?  I  would  lay  out  all  my 
Poetry  in  Love;  an  Original  for  a  Lady,  and  a 
Tranflation  for  a  Waiting-maid  !  Alas  !  what  have 
I  to  do  with  Jane  Gray,  as  long  as  Mifs  Molly, 
Mifs  Betty,  or  Mils  Patty  are  in  this  world  ?  Shall 
I  write  of  beauties  murdered  long  ago,  when  there 
are  thofe  at  this  inftant  that  murder  me  ?  I'll  e'en 
compofe  my  own  Tragedy^  and  the  poet  (hall  ap^ 
pear  in  his  oWn  perfon  to  move  companion  :  'Twill 
be  far  more  effectual  than  Bays's  entring  with  a  rope 
about  his  neck,  and  the  world  will  own,  there  ne- 
ver was  a  more  miferable  object  brought  upon  the 
ftage. 

Now  you  that  are  a  criticj  pray  inform  me,  in 
what  manner  I  may  connect  the  foregoing  part  of 
this  letter  with  that  which  is  to  follow,  according  to 
the  rules  ?  I  would  willingly  return  Mr.  Gay  my 
thanks  for  the  favour  of  his  poem,  and  in  particular 
for  his  kind  mention  of  me  ;  I  hoped,  when  I  heard 
a  new  Comedy  had  met  with  fuccefs  upon  the  ftage, 
that  it  had  been  his,  to  which  I  really  wifh  no  lefs ; 
and  (had  it  been  anyway  in  my  power)  mould  have 
been  very  glad  to  have  contributed  to  its  introduc- 
tion into  the  world.  His  verfes  to  Lintot  *  have  put 
a  whim  into  my  head,  which  you  are  like  to  be 
troubled  with  in  the  oppofite  page  :  take  it  as  you 
find  it,  the  production  of  half  an  hour  t'other  morn- 
ing. I  defign  very  foon  to  put  a  talk  of  a  more  fe- 
rious  nature  upon  you,  in  reviewing  a  piece  of  mine 
that  may  better  deferve  criticifm  ;  and  by  that  time 
you  have  done  with  it,  I  hope  to  tell  you  in  perfon 
with  how  much  fidelity  I  am 

Your,  &c. 

.    *  Thefe  verfes  are  printed  in  Dr.  Swift's,  and  our  Au- 
thor's Milccllaniei.  P. 

c  LET*- 


LETTERS 

T    O 

SEVERAL    LADIES*. 

LETTER    I. 

MADAM,  March  r,  1705. 

I  Send  you  the  book  of  rudiments  of  Drawing, 
which  you  were  pleas'd  to  command,  and  think 
myfelf  obliged  to  inform  you  at  the  fcme  time 
of  one  of  the  many  excellencies  you  poflefs  without 
knowing  of  them.  You  are  but  too  good  a  Pain- 
ter already  j  and  no  picture  of  Raphael's  was  ever  fo 
beautiful,  as  that  which  you  have  form'd  in  a  cer- 
tain heart  of  my  acquaintance.  Indeed  it  was  but 
juft  that  the  fined  lines  in  nature  fhould  be  drawn 
upon  the  mod  durable  ground,  and  none  could  ever 
be  met  with,  that  would  fo  readily  receive,  or  fo 
faithfully  retain  them,  as  this  Heart.  I  may  boldly 
fay  of  it,  that  you  will  not  find  its  fellow  in  all  the 
parts  of  the  body  in  this  book.  But  I  muft  com- 

*  Moft  of  thefe  were  printed  without  the  Author's 
Confent,  and  no  doubt  are  the  fame  upon  which  the  cen- 
fure  is  pafled  in  the  Preface.  "  '  That  they  have  too  much 
"  of  a  juvenile  ambition  of  Wit,  and  affe&ation  of 
"  (>aiety.''  And  it  is  pleaded  in  Excufe,  "  that  they 
"  were  written  very  young,  and  the  folly  was  foon 
"  over/'  P. 

plain 
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plain  to  you  of  my  hand,  which  is  an  arrant  traitor 
to  my  heart;  for  having  been  copying  your  picture 
from  thence  and  from  Kneller  thefe  three  days,  it 
has  done  all  poflible  injury  to  the  fin  eft  face  that 
ever  was  made,  and  to  the  livelieft  image  that  ever 
was  drawn.  I  have  Imagination  enough  in  your  ab- 
fence,  to  trace  fome  refemhlance  of  you  j  but  I 
have  been  fo  long  us'd  to  lofe  my  Judgment  at  the 
fight  of  you,  that  'tis  paft  jiiy  power  to  correct  it 
by  the  life.  Your  picture  teems  leaft  like  when 
placed  before  your  eyes  ;  and,  contrary  to  all  other 
pictures,  receives  a  maiiifeit  difadvantage  by  being 
fet  in  the  faireft  light  in  the  world.  The  Painters 
are  a  very  vain  generation,  and  have  a  long  time 
pretended  to  rival  nature ;  but  to  own  the  truth  to 
you,  fhe  made  fuch  a  finifh'd  piece  about  three  and 
twenty  years  ago  (I  beg  your  pardon,  Madam ;  I 
proteft,  I  meant  but  two  and  twenty)  that  'tis  in 
vain  for  them  any  longer  to  contend  with  her.  I 
know  you  indeed  made  one  fomethino;  like  it,  be- 
twixt five  and  fix  years  paft :  'Twas  a  little  girl, 
done  with  abundance  of  fpirit  and  life,  and  wants 
nothing  but  time  to  be  an  admirable  piece  :  but,  not 
to  flatter  your  work,  I  don't  think  'twill  ever  come 
up.  to  what  your  father  made.  However  I  would 
not  difcourage  you  ;  'tis  certain  you  have  a  ftrangc 
happinefs,  in  making  fine  things  of  a  fudden  and  at 
'4  ftroke,  with  incredible  eafe  and  pleafure. 

I  am,  &c. 


LETTER    II. 

IT  is  too  much  a  rule  in  this  town,  that  when  a 
lady  has  once  done  a  man  a  favour,  he  is  to  be 
rude  to  her  ever  after.     It  becomes  our  fex  to  take 
upon  us  twice  as  much  as  yours  allow  us ;  by  this 
method  I  may  write  to  you  moft  impudently,  be- 

caufe 
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you  once  anfwer'd  me  modeftly ;  and  if  you 
fliould  never  do  me  that  honour  for  the  future,  1  am 
to  think  (like  a  true  coxcomb)  that  your  filence 
gives  content.  Ferhaps  you  wonder  why  this  is-ad- 
drefs'd  to  you  rather  than  to  Mrs.  M  — ,  with  whom 
I  have  the  right  of  an  old  acquaintance,  whereas 
you  are  a  fine  Ldy,  have  bright  eyes,  &c.  Firft, 
Madam,  I  make  choice  of  you  rather  than  of  your 
mother,  becaufe  you  are  younger  than  your  mother. 
Secondly,  becaufe  f  fancy  you  fpell  better,  as  hav- 
ing been  at  fchool  later.  Thirdly,  becaufe  you  have 
nothing  to  do  but  to  write  if  you  pleafe,  and  pofli- 
bly  k  may  keep  you  from  employing  yourfelf  worfe : 
it  may  fave  fome  hcneft  neighbouring  gentleman 
from  three  or  four  of  your  peitilent  glances.  Caft 
your  eyes  upon  paper,  Madam,  there  you  may  look 
innocently  :  men  are  feducing,  books  are  dangerous, 
the  amorous  ones  foften  you,  and  the  godly  ones 
give  you  the  fpleen  :  If  you  look  upon  trees,  they 
clafp  in  embraces  -,  birds  and  beafts  make  love ;  the 
fun  is  too  warm  for  your  blood  ;  the  moon  melts 
you  into  yielding  and  melancholy.  Therefore  I  fay 
once  more,  caft  your  eyes  upon  paper,  and  read 
only  fuch  letters  as  I  write,  which  convey  no  darts, 
no  flames,  but  proceed  from  innocence  of  foul,  and 
fnnplicity  of  heart.  Thank  God  I  am  an  hundred 
miles  off  from  thofe  eyes  !  I  would  fooner  truft  your 
hand  than  them  for  doing  me  mifchief ;  and  tho*  I 
doubt  not  fome  part  of  the  rancour  and  iniquity  of 
your  heart  will  drop  into  your  pen,  yet  fince  it  will 
not  attack  me  on  a  fudden  and  unprepar'd,  fince  I 
may  have  time  while  I  break  open  your  letter  to  crofs 
myielf  and  fay  a  Pater-nofter,  I  hope  Providence 
will  protect  me  from  all  you  can  attempt  at  this 
diftance.  I  am  told  you  are  at  this  hour  as  hand- 
fome  as  an  angel ;  for  my  part  I  have  forgot  ypur 
face  fince  two  winters.  You  may  be  grown  to  a 
giantefs  for  all  I  know.  I  can':  tell  in  any  refpe& 
VOL.  VII.  I  what 
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what  fort  of  creature  you  are,  only  that  you  are  a 
very  mifchievons  one,  whom  I  mall  ever  pray  to  be 
defended  from.  But  when  your  Minifter  fends  me 
word  you  have  the  fmall-pox,  a  good  many  freckles, 
or  are  very  pale,  I  will  defire  him  to  give  thanks  for 
it  in  your  parim  church  ;  which  as  foon  as  he  fhali 
inform  me  he  has  done,  I  will  make  you  a  vint  with- 
out armour  :  I  will  eat  any  thing  you  give  me  with- 
out fufpicion  of  poifon,  take  you  by  the  hand  without 
gloves,  nay  venture  to  follow  you  into  an  arbour 
without  calling  the  company.  This,  Madam,  is  the 
top  of  my  wifhes,  but  how  differently  are  our  de- 
fires  inclin'd !  You  figh  out,  in  the  ardour  of  your 
heart,  Oh  play-houfes,  park?,  operas,  aflemblies, 
London  !  I  cry  with  rapture,  Oh  woods,  gardens, 
rookeries,  fifh-ponds,  arbours  !  Mrs.  M  • 


LETTER    III. 
To  a  L  A  D  Y. 

Written  on   one   column  of  a  Letter,  while  Lady  M. 
wrote  to  the  Lady's  Hufband  on  the  other. 

TH  E  wits  would  fay,  that  this  muft  needs  be  a 
dull  letter  becaufe'it  is  a  married  one.  I  am 
afraid  indeed  you  will  find,  what  fpirit  there  is,  muft 
be  on  the  fide  of  the  wife,  and  the  hufband's  part, 
as  ufual,  will  prove  the  dulleft.  What  an  unequal 
pair  arc  put  together  in  this  meet  ?  in  which,  tho* 
we  fin,  it  is  you  muft  do  penance.  When  you  look 
on  both  fides  of  this  paper,  you  may  fancy  that  our 
words  (according  to  a  Scripture  expreflion)  are  as  a 
two-edg'd  fworcl,  whereof  lady  M.  is  the  mining 
blade,  and  I  only  the  handle.  But  I  can't  proceed 
without  fo  far  mortifying  Sir  Robert  as  to  tell  him, 
.that  Ihe  writes  this  purely  in  obedience  to  me,  and 

that 
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that  it  is  but  one  of  thofe  honours  a  hufband  receives 
for  the  fake  of  his  wife. 

It  is  making  court  but  ill  to  one  fine  woman  to 
fhew  her  the  regard  we  have  for  another ;  and  yet  I 
mull  own  there  is  not  a  period  of  this  epiftle  but 
fqulnts  towards  another  over-againft  it.  It  will  be 
in  vain  to  difiemble :  your  penetrating  eyes  cannot 
but  difcover,  how  all  the  letters  that  compofe  thefe 
words  lean  forward  after  lady  M's.  letters,  which 
feem  to  bend  as  much  from  mine,  and  fly  from  them 
as  faft  as  they  are  able.  Ungrateful  letters  that  they 
are !  which  give  themfelves  to  another  man,  in  the 
very  prefence  of  him  who  will  yield  to  no  mortal, 
in  knowing  how  to  value  them. 

You  will  think  I  forget  myfelf,  and  am  not  writ- 
ing to  you  ;  but,  let  me  tell  you,  'tis  you  forget  your- 
felf  in  that  thought,  for  you  are  almoft  the  only- 
woman  to  whom  one  can  fafely  addrefs  the  praifes 
of  another.  Befides,  can  you  imagine  a  man  of 
my  importance  fo  fiupid,  as  to  fay  fine  things  to  you 
before  your  hufband  ?  Let  us  fee  how  far  Lady  M. 
herfelf  dares  do  any  thing  like  it,  with  all  the  wit 
and  addrefs  (he  is  miftrefs  of.  If  Sir  Robert  can  be 
fo  ignorant  (now  he  is  left  to  himfelf  in  the  coun- 
try) to  imagine  any  fuch  matter,  let  him  know  from 
me,  that  here  in  town  every  thing  that  lady  fays,  is 
taken  for  fatire.  For  my  part,  every  body  knows  it 
is  my  conftant  practice  to  fpeak  truth,  and  I  never 
do  it  more  than  when  I  call  myfelf 

Your,  &c. 


LETTER    IV. 

yOU  have  put  me  into  fo  much  gaiety  of  tem- 
per, that  there  will  not  be  a  ferious  word  in 
this  day's  letter.     No  more,  you'll  fay,  there  would, 
if  I  told  you  the  whole  ferious  buftnefs  of  the  town. 
I  2  All 


u6  LETTERS    TO 

All  laft  night  I  continued  with  you,  tho'  your  un- 
reafonable  regularity  drove  me  out  of  your  doors  at 
three  a  clock.  I  dreamed  all  over  the  evening's 
converfation,  and  faw  the  little  bed  in  fpite  of  you. 
In  the  morning  I  waked,  very  angry  at  your  phan- 
tom for  leaving  me  fo  abruptly. — I  know  you  delight 
in  my  mortification.  I  dined  with  an  old  Beauty  j 
(he  appear'd  at  the  table  like  a  Death's  head  ena- 
mell'd.  The  Egyptians,  you  know,  had  fuch  things 
at  their  entertainments ;  but  do  you  think  they  paint- 
ed and  patched  them  ?  However,  the  laft  of  thefe 
objections  was  loon  removed  ;  for  the  lady  had  fo 
violent  an  appetite  for  a  falmon,  that  (he  quickly 
eat  all  the  patches  off  her  face.  She  divided  the 
fifh  into  three  parts  ;  not  equal,  God  knows;  for  me 
helped  Gay  to  the  head,  me  to  the  middle,  and 
making  the  reft  much  the  largeft  part  took  it  herfelf, 
and  cried  very  naively,  I'll  be  content  with  my  own 
tail. 

My  fupper  was  as  fingular  as  my  dinner.  It  was 
with  a  great  Poet  and  Ode-maker  (that  is,  a  great 
poet  out  of  his  wits,  or  out  of  his  way.)  He  came 
to  me  very  hungry  ;  not  for  want  of  a  dinner  (for 
that  I  mould  make  no  jeft  of)  but,  having  forgot  to 
dine.  He  fell  moft  furioufly  on  the  broil  'd  relics  of 
a  fhoulder  of  mutton,  commonly  call'd  a  blade- 
bone  :  he  profefled  he  never  tafted  fo  exquifite  a 
thing !  begged  me  to  tell  him  what  joint  it  was  j 
wondered  he  had  never  heard  the  name  of  this  joint, 
or  feen  it  at  other  tables ;  and  defir'd  'to  know  how 
he  might  direct  his  butcher  to  cut  out  the  fame  for 
the  future  ?  And  yet  this  man,  fo  ignorant  in  mo- 
dern butchery,  has  cut  up  half  an  hundred  heroes, 
and  quartered  five  or  fix  miferable  lovers  in  every 
tragedy  he  has  written.  I  have  nothing  more  to  tell 
you  to  day. 

LET- 
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LETTER    V. 

The  Anfwer. 

\ 

T7*OU  (hould  have  my  Day  too,  Sir,  but  indeed 
j[  I  flept  it  out,  and  fo  I'll  give  you  all  that  was 
left,  my  laft  Night's  entertainment.  You  know  the 
company.  I  went  in  late,  in  order  to  be  better  re- 
ceived ;  but  unluckily  came  in,  as  Deuce-ace  was 
flinging  (Lord  H.  would  fay  I  came  in  the  Nick.) 
The  Lady  colour'd,  and  the  men  took  the  name  of 
the  Lord  in  vain  :  No  body  fpoke  to  me,  and  I  fat 
down  difappointed  ;  then  affecting  a  carelefs  air, 
gap'd,  and  cried  feven  or  eight  times,  D'ye  win  or 
lofe  ?  I  could  fafely  fay  at  that  moment  I  had  no 
temptation  to  any  one  of  the  feven,  lively  fins  ;  and 
in  the  innocent  wav  I  was,  happy  had  it  been  for 
me  if  I  had  died  !  Moralizing  fat  I  by  the  hazard- 
table  j  I  looked  upon  the  uncertainty  of  riches,  the 
decay  of  beauty,  and  the  crafh  of  worlds  with  as 
much  contempt  as  ever  Plato  did.  But  ah !  the 
frailty  of  human  nature !  fome  ridiculous  thought 
came  into  my  head,  wakened  my  paflions,  which 
burft  forth  into  a  violent  laughter  :  I  rofe  from  my 
feat,  and  not  confidering  the  juft  refentments  of  the 
lofing  gamefters,  hurl'd  a  ball  of  paper  crofs  the 
table,  which  ftop'd  the  dice,  and  turn'd  up  feven  in- 
flead  of  five.  Curs'd  on  allfides,  and  not  knowing 
where  to  fly,  I  threw  myfelf  into  a  chair,  which  I 
demolifh'd  and  never  fpoke  a  word  after.  We  went 
to  fupper,  and  a  lady  faid,  Mifs  G.  looks  prodigiouJJy 
like  a  Tree.  Every  body  agreed  to  it,  and  I  had  not 
curiofity  to  afk  the  meaning  of  that  fprightly  fancy  : 
Find  it  out,  and  let  me  know.  Adieu,  'tis  time  to 
drefs,  and  begin  the  bufinefs  of  the  day. 

I  i  LET- 
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LETTER    VI. 

In  the  Style  of  a  Lady. 

PRAY  what  is  your  opinion  of  Fate  ?  for  I  muft 
confefs  I  am  one  of  thofe  that  believe  in  Fate 
and  Predestination. — No,  I  can't  go  fo  far  as  that, 
but  I  own  I  am  of  opinion  one's  ftars  may  incline, 
tho'  not  compel  one ;  and  that  is  a  fort  of  free-will  j 
for  we  may  be  able  to  refift  inclination,  but  not 
compulfion. 

Don't  you  think  they  have  got  into  the  moft  pre- 
pofterous  fafhion  this  winter  that  ever  was,  of  floun- 
cing the  petticoat  fo  very  deep,  that  it  looks  like  an 
entire  coat  of  luteftring  ? 

It  is  a  little  cool  indeed  for  this  time  of  year,  but 
then,  my  dear,  you'll  allow  it  has  an  extreme  clean 
pretty  look. 

Ay,  fo  has  my  muflin  apron ;  but  I  would  not 
chufe  to  make  it  a  winter  fuit  of  cloaths. 

Well  now  I'll  fwear,  child,  you  have  put  me  in 
mind  of  a  very  pretty  drefs  ;  let  me  die  if  I  don't 
think  a  muflin  flounce,  made  very  full,  would  give 
one  a  very  agreeable  F/jrtation-zir, 

Well,  I  fwear  it  would  be  charming  !  and  Ifhould 
like  it  of  all  things  —  Do  you  think  there  are  any 
fuch  things  as  Spirits  ? 

Do  you  believe  there  is  any  fuch  place  as  the  Ely- 
fian  Fields?  O  Gad,  that  would  be  cbarming  !  I 
wifh  I  were  to  go  to  the  Elyfian  fields  when  I  die, 
and  then  I  fhould  not  care  if  I  were  to  leave  the 
world  to-morrow  :  But  is  one  to  meet  there  witlx 
what  one  has  lov'd  moft  in  this  world  ? 

Now  you  muft  tell  me  this  pofitively.  To  be  fure 
you  can,  or  what  do  I  correfpond  with  you  for,  if 
you  won't  tell  me  all  ?  }ou  know  I  abominate  Re- 
icrve. 

L  E  T- 
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LETTER    VII. 

Bath,  1714. 

YOU  are  to  underftand,  Madam,  that  my  paf- 
fion  for  your  fair  felf  and  your  fitter,  has  been 
divided  with  the  moft  wonderful  regularity  in  the 
world.  Even  from  my  infancy,  I  have  been  in  love 
with  one  after  the  other  of  you,  week  by  week, 
and  m»  journey  to  Bath  fell  out  in  the  three  hun- 
dred feventy-fixth  week  of  the  reign  of  my  fovereign 
lady  Sylvia.  At  the  prefent  writing  hereof  it  is  the 
three  hundred  eighty-ninth  week  of  the  reign  of 
your  moft  ferene  rnajefty,  in  whofe  fervice  I  was 
lifted  fome  weeks  before  I  beheld  your  fifter.  This 
Information  will  account  for  my  writing  to  either  of 
you  hereafter,  as  either  fhall  happen  to  be  Queen- 
regent  at  that  time. 

Pray  tell  your  fifter,  all  the  good  qualities  and 
virtuous  inclinations  (he  has,  never  gave  me  fo  much 
pleafure  in  her  converfation,  as  that  one  vice  of  her 
obftinacy  will  give  me  mortification  this  month. 
Ratcliffe  commands  her  to  the  Bath,  and  fhe  refufes  ! 
indeed  if  I  were  in  Berklhire  I  mould  honour  her  for 
this  obftinacy,  and  magnify  her  no  lefs  for  difobe- 
dience  than  we  do  the  Barcelonians.  But  people 
change  with  the  change  of  places  (as  we  fee  of  late) 
and  virtues  become  vices  when  they  ceafe  to  be  for 
one's  intereft,  with  me,  as  with  others. 

Yet  let  me  tell  her,  (he  will  never  look  (p  finely 
while  fhe  is  upon  earth,  as  (he  would  here  in  the 
water.  It  is  not  here  as  in  moft  other  inftances,  for 
thofe  ladies  that  would  pleafe  extremely,  muft  go 
out  of  their  own  element.  She  does  not  make  half 
fo  good  a  figure  on  horfeback  as  Chriftina  Queen  of 
Sweden  ;  but  were  (he  once  feen  in  the  Bath,  no 
man  would  part  with  her  for  the  beft  meirmaid  in 
Chrifteudom.  You  know  I  have  feen  you  often,  I 
I  4.  per- 
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perfectly  know  how  you  look  in  black  and  in  white. 
I  have  experienced  the  utmoll  you  can  do  in  colours-; 
but  all  your  movements,  all  your  graceful  fteps,  de- 
ferve  not  half  the  giory  you  might  here  attain,  of  a 
moving  and  eafy  behaviour  in  buckram :  Something 
between  fwimming  and  walking,  free  enough,  and 
more  modeftly-half-naked  than  you  can  appear  any 
where  elfe.  You  haveconquer'd  enough  already  by 
land  ;  fhow  your  ambition,  and  vanquifli  alfo  by 
water.  The  buckram  I  mention  is  a  drefs  particu- 
larly ufeful  at  this  time,  when,  we  are  told,  they  are 
bringing  over  the  fafhion  of  German  runS  :  You 
ought  to  ufe  yourfelves  to  fome  degrees  of  ftiffhefs 
beforehand  ;  and  when  our  ladies  chins  have  been 
tickled  a-while  with  ftarched  muflin  and  wire,  they 
may  poflibly  bear  the  brufh  of  a  German  beard  and 
whifker. 

I  could  tell  you  a  delightful  ftory  of  Do&or  P. 
but  want  room  to  difplay  it  in  all  its  fhining  cir- 
cumftances.  He  had  heard  it  was  an  excellent  cure 
for  love,  to  kifs  the  Aunt  of  the  perfon  beloved, 
who  is  generally  of  years  and  experience  enough  to 
damp  the  fierceft  flame  :  he  try'd  this  courfe  in  his 
patfion,  and  kitted  Mrs.  E —  at  Mr.  D — 's,  but,  he 
lays,  it  will  not  do,  and  that  he  loves  you  as  much 
as  ever. 

Your,  &c. 


LETTER    VIII. 
To  the  fame. 

IF  you  aflc  how  the  waters  agree  with  me,  I  muft 
tell  you,  fo  very  well,  that  I  queftion  how  you 
and  I  (hould  agree  if  we  were  in   a  room  by  our- 
felves.     Mrs.  •       •  has  honeftly  aflured  me,  that  but 

for 
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for  fome  whims  which  fhe  can't  entirely  conquer, 
£he  would  go  and  fee  the  world  with  me  in  man's 
cloaths.  Even  you,  Madam,  I  fancy  (if  you  would 
not  partake  in  our  adventures)  would  wait  our  com- 
ing in  at  the  evening  with  fome  impatience,  and  be 
well  enough  pleas'd  to  hear  them  by  the  fire-fide. 
That  would  be  better  than  reading  romances,  unlefs 
lady  M.  would  be  our  hiftorian.  What  raifes  thefe 
defires  in  me,  is  an  acquaintance  I  am  beginning 
with  my  lady  Sandwich,  who  has  all  the  fpirit  of 
the  laft  age,  and  all  the  gay  experience  of  a  plea- 
furable  life.  It  were  as  fcandalous  an  omiflion  to 
come  to  the  Bath  and  not  to  fee  my  lady  Sandwich, 
as  it  had  formerly  been  to  have  travelled  to  Rome 
without  vifiting  the  Queen  of  Sweden.  She  is,  in  a 
word,  the  beft  thing  this  country  has  to  boaft  of; 
and  as  fhe  has  been  all  that  a  woman  of  fpirit  could 
be,  fo  (he  ftill  continues  that  eafy  and  independent 
creature  that  a  fenfible  woman  always  will  be. 

I  muft  tell  you  a  truth,  which  is  not,  however, 
much  to  my  credit.  I  never  thought  fo  much  of 
yourfelf  and  your  fifter,  as  fince  I  have  been  four- 
fcore  miles  diftance  from  you .  In  the  Foreft  I  look'd 
upon  you  as  good  neighbours,  at  London  as  pret- 
ty kind  of  women,  but  here  as  divinities,  angels, 
goddefles,  or  what  you  will.  In  the  fame  man- 
ner I  never  knew  at  what  rate  I  valued  your  life, 
till  you  were  upon  the  point  of  dying.  If  Mrs.  — 
and  you  will  but  fall  very  fick  every  feafon,  I  fhall 
certainly  die  for  you.  Serioufly  I  value  you  both  fo 
much,  that  I  efteem  others  much  the  lefs  for  your 
fakes  ;  you  have  robb'd  me  of  the  pleafure  of  efteem- 
ing  a  thoufand  pretty  qualities  in  them,  by  mowing 
me  fo  many  finer  in  yourfelves.  There  are  but  two 
things  in  the  world  which  could  make  you  indiffe- 
rent to  me,  which,  I  believe,  you  are  not  capable  of, 
I  mean  ill -nature  and  malice.  I  have  feen  enough 
of  you,  not  to  overlook  any  frailty  you  could  have, 

and 


122  LETTERSTO 

and  nothing  lefs  than  a  vice  can  make  me  like  you- 
lefs.  I  expert  you  fhould  difcovcr  by  my  conduct 
towards  you  both,  that  this  is  true,  and  that  there- 
fore you  fhould  pardon  a  thoufand  things  in  me  for 
that  one  difpofition.  Expect  nothing  from  me  but 
truth  and  freedom,  and  I  fhall  always  be  thought  by 
you  what  I  always  am, 

Your,  &c. 


LETTER    IX. 

To  the  fame. 

1714. 

IReturn'd  home  as  flow  and  as  contemplative  af- 
ter I  had  parted  from  you,  as  my  Lord  *  retired 
from  the  Court  and  glory  to  his  Country  feat  and 
wife,  a  week  ago.  I  found  here  a  difmal  defpond- 
ing  letter  from  the  fon  of  another  great  courtier  who 
experts  the  fame  fate,  and  who  tells  me  the  great 
ones  of  the  earth  will  now  take  it  very  kindly  of 
the  mean  ones,  if  they  will  favour  them  with  a  vifit 
by  day-light.  With  what  joy  would  they  lay  down 
all  their  fchemes  of  glory,  did  they  but  know  you 
have  the  eenerofity  to  drink  their  healths  once  a  day, 
as  foon  as  they  are  fallen  ?  Thus  the  unhappy,  by 
the  fole  merit  of  their  misfortunes,  become  the  care 
of  Heaven  and  you.  I  intended  to  have"  put  this 
laft  into  verfe,  but  in  this  age  of  ingratitude  my  beft 
friends  forfake  me,  I  mean  my  rhymes. 

I  defire  Mrs,  P —  to  ftay  her  ftomach  with  thefe 
half  hundred  Plays,  till  I  can  procure  her  a  Romance 
big  enough  to  fatisfy  her  great  foul  with  adventures. 
As  for  Novels,  I  fear  {he  can  depend  upon  none  from 
me  but  that  of  my  Life,  which  I  am  ftill,  as  I  have 
been,  contriving  all  poflible  methods  to  fhorten, 
for  the  greater  cafe  both  of  the  hiftorian  and  the 

reader. 


SEVERAL    LADIES.     123 

reader.  May  (he  believe  all  the  paffion  and  tender - 
nefs  exprefs'd  in  thefe  Romances  to  be  but  a  faint 
image  of  what  I  bear  her,  and  may  you  (who  read 
nothing)  take  the  fame  truth  upon  hearing  it  from 
me.  You  will  both  injure  me  very  much,  if  you 
don't  think  me  a  truer  friend,  than  ever  any  ro- 
mantic lover,  or  any  imitator  of  their  ftyle  could  be. 
The  days  of  beauty  are  as  the  dxys  of  greatnefs, 
and  fo  long  all  the  world  are  your  adorers.  I  am 
one  of  thofe  unambitious  people,  who  will  love  you 
forty  years  hence  when  your  eyes  begin  to  twinkle 
in  a  retirement,  and  without  the  vanity  which  every 
one  now  will  take  to  be  thought 

Your,  &c. 


LETTER    X. 

THE  more  I  examine  my  own  mind,  the  more 
romantic  I  find  myfelf.  Methinks  it  is  a  no- 
ble fpirit  of  contradiction  to  Fate  and  Fortune,  not 
to  give  up  thofe  that  are  fnatched  from  us  ;  but  to 
follow  them  the  more,  the  farther  they  are  remov'd 
from  the  fenfe  of  it.  Sure,  Flattery  never  travelled 
fo  far  as  three  thoufand  miles  ;  it  is  now  only  for 
Truth,  which  overtakes  all  things,  to  reach  you  at 
this  diftance.  'Tis  a  generous  piece  of  Popery,  that 
purfues  even  thofe  who  are  to  be  eternally  abfent, 
into  another  world  ;  whether  you  think  it  right  or 
wrong,  you'll  own  the  very  extravagance  a  fort  of 
piety.  I  can't  be  fatisfied  with  ftrowing  flowers 
over  you,  and  barely  honouring  you  as  a  thing  loft : 
but  muft  confider  you  as  a  glorious  tho'  remote  be- 
ing, and  be  fending  addrefles  after  you.  You  have 
carried  away  fo  much  of  me,  that  what  remains  is 
daily  languishing  and  dying  over  my  acquaintance 
here,  and,  I  believe,  in  three  or  four  months  more 

I  mall 
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I  {hall  think  Aurat  Bazar  *  as  good  a  place  as  Co- 
•L'tnt  Garden.  You  may  imagine  this  is  raillery,  but 
I  am  really  fo  far  gone  as  to  take  plcafure  in  reveries 
of  this  kind.  Let  them  fay  I  am  romantic,  fo  is 
every  one  faid  to  be,  that  either  admires  a  fine  thing 
or  does  one.  On  my  confcience,  as  the  world  goes, 
'tis  hardly  worth  any  body's  while  to  do  one  for  the 
honour  of  it :  Glory,  the  only  pay  of  generous  ac- 
tions, is  now  as  ill  paid  as  other  juft  debts ;  and 
neither  Mrs.  Macfarland  for  immolating  her  lover, 
nor  you,  for  conftancy  to  your  lord,  muft  ever  hope 
to  be  compared  to  Lucretia  or  Portia. 

I  write  this  in  fome  anger ;  for  having,  fince  you 
went,  frequented  thofe  people  mofr,  who  feemed 
moft  in  your  favour,  I  heard  nothing  that  concerned 
you  talked  of  fo  often,  as  that  you  went  away  in  a 
black  full-bottom'd  wig ;  which  I  did  but  afiert  to 
be  a  bob,  and  was  anfwered,  Love  is  blind.  I  am 
perfuaded  your  wig  had  never  fuffered  this  criticifm, 
but  on  the  fcore  of  your  head,  and  the  two  eyes  that 
are  in  it. 

Pray  when  you  write  to  me,  talk  of  yourfelf; 
there  is  nothing  I  fo  much  defirc  to  hear  of:  talk  a 
great  deal  of  yourfelf ;  that  fhe  who  I  always  thought 
talked  beft,  may  fpeak  upon  the  beft  fubjeft.  The 
fhrines  and  reliques  you  tell  me  of,  no  way  engage 
my  curiofity ;  I  had  ten  times  rather  go  on  pilgri- 
mage to  fee  one  fuch  face  as  yours,  than  both  St. 
John  Baptift's  heads.  I  wifh  (fince  you  are  grown 
fo  covetous  of  golden  things)  you  had  not  only  all 
the  fine  ftatues  you  talk  of,  but  even  the  golden 
image  which  Nebuchadnezzar  fet  up,  provided  you 
were  to  travel  no  farther  than  you  could  carry  it. 

The  court  of  Vienna  is  very  edifying.  The  la- 
dies, with  refpe£t  to  their  hufbands,  feem  to  under- 
hand that  text  literally,  that  commands  to  bear  one 

*  At  Confc.r,tin:>p!e. 

enctber's 
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another's  burthens :  but,  I  fancy,  many  a  man  there 
is  like  I/Jachar^  an  afs  between  two  burthens.  I 
(hall  look  upon  you  no  more  as  a  Chriftian,  when 
you  pafs  from  that  charitable  court  to  the  Jand  of 
jealoufy.  I  expedt  to  hear  an  exaft  account  how, 
and  at  what  places,  you  leave  one  of  the  thirty-nine 
articles  after  another,  as  you  approach  to  the  lands 
of  infidelity.  Pray  how  far  are  you  got  already  ? 
amidft  the  pomp  of  a  high  mafs,  and  the  ravifhing 
trills  of  a  Sunday  opera,  what  did  you  think  of  the 
doctrine  and  difcipline  of  the  church  of  England  ? 
had  you  from  your  heart  a  reverence  for  Sternhold 
and  Hopkins  ?  How  did  your  Chriftian  virtues  hold 
out  in  fo  long  a  voyage  ?  you  have,  it  feems  (with- 
out puffing  the  bounds  of  Chrifiendom)  out-travel- 
led the  fin  of  fornication  :  in  a  little  time  you'll  look 
upon  fome  others  with  more  patience,  than  the  la- 
dies here  are  capable  of.  I  reckon,  you'll  time  Ft 
fo  well  as  to  make  your  religion  laft  to  the  verge  of 
Chriftendom,  that  you  may  difcharge  your  Chap- 
lain (as  humanity  requires)  in  a  place  where  he  may 
find  fome  bufmefs. 

I  doubt  not  but  I  (hall  be  told  (when  I  come  to 
follow  you  through  thofe  countries)  in  how  pretty 
a  manner  you  accommodated  yourfelf  to  the  cuf- 
toms  of  the  true  Muflemen.  They  will  tell  me  at 
what  town  you  pra£tifed  to  fit  on  the  Sopha,  at  what 
village  you  learned  to  fold  a  Turbant,  where  you 
was  bathed  and  anointed,  and  where  you  parted  with 
your  black  full-bottom.  How  happy  muft  it  be  for 
a  gay  young  woman,  to  live  in  a  country  where  it 
is  a  part  of  religious  wormip  to  be,  giddy-headed?  I 
(hall  hear  at  Belgrade  how  the  good  Bafliaw  received 
you  with  tears  of  joy,  how  he  was  charmed  with 
your  agreeable  manner  of  pronouncing  the  words 
Allah  and  Muhanied ;  and  how  earneftly  you  joined 
with  him  in  exhorting  your  friend  to  embrace  that 
religion.  But  I  ihink  his  objection  was  a  juft  one, 

that 
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that  it  was  attended  with  fome  circumftances  under 
which  he  could  not  properly  reprefent  his  Britannic 
Majefly. 

JLaftly,  I  fhall  hear  how,  the  firft  night  you  lay 
at  Pera,  you  had  a  vifion  of  Mahomet's  Paradife  ; 
and  happily  awaked  without  a  foul,  from  which 
blefled  moment  the  beautiful  body  was  left  at  full  li- 
berty to  perform  all  the  agreeable  functions  it  was 
maue  for. 

I  fee  I  have  done  in  this  letter,  as  I  often  have  done 
in  your  company,  tallc'd  myfelf  into  a  good  hu- 
mour, when  I  begun  in  an  ill  one  ;  the  pleafure  of 
addreffing  to  you  makes  me  run  on,  and  'tis  in  your 
own  power  to  fhorten  this  letter  as  much  as  you 
pleafe,  by  giving  over  when  you  pleafe;  fo  I'll  make 
it  no  longer  by  apologies. 


LETTER    XI. 

YOU  have  afked  me  news  a  hundred  times  at  the 
firft  word  you  fpoke  to  me,  which  fome 
would  interpret  as  if  you  expected  nothing  better 
from  my  lips :  and  truly  'tis  not  a  fign  two  lovers 
are  together,  when  they  can  be  fo  impertinent  as  to 
enquire  what  the  world  does.  All  I  mean  by  this  is, 
that  either  you  or  I  are  not  in  love  with  the  other : 
I  leave  you  to  guefs  which  of  the  two  is  that  ftupid 
and  infenfible  creature,  fo  blind  to  the  other's  excel- 
lencies and  charms  ? 

This  then  fhall  be  a  letter  of  News  ;  and  fure,  if 
you  did  not  think  me  the  humblcft  creature  in  the 
world,  you  could  never  imagine  a  Poet  could  dwin- 
dle to  a  brother  of  Dawks  and  Dyer,  from  a  rival  of 
Tateand  Brady. 

The  Earl  of  Oxford  has  behaved  fo  bravely,  that 
in  this  act  at  leaft  he  might  fecm  above  man,  if  ho 
had  not  juft  now  voided  a  ftoae  to  prove  him  fub- 
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jeft  to  human  infirmities.  The  utmoft  weight  of 
affliction  from  minifterial  power  and  popular  hatred, 
were  almoft  worth  bearing,  for  the  glory  of  fuch  a. 
dauntlefs  condudt  as  he  has  fhev/n  under  it. 

You  may  foon  have  your  wifh,  to  enjoy  the  gal- 
lant fights  of  armies,  incampments,  ftandards  wav- 
ing over  your  brother's  corn-fields,  and  the  pretty 
windings  of  the  Thames  ftained  with  the  blood  of 
men.  Your  barbarity,  which  I  have  heard  fo  long 
exclaim' d  againft  in  town  and  country,  may  have 
its  fill  of  deftruction.  I  would  not  add  one  circum- 
ftance  ufual  in  all  defcriptions  of  calamity,  that  of 
the  many  rapes  committed,  or  to  be  committed  up- 
on thofe  unfortunate  women  that  delight  in  war.  But 
God  forgive  me — in  this  martial  age,  if  I  could,  I 
would  buy  a  regiment  for  your  fake  and  Mrs.  P — 's 
and  fome  others,  whom,  I  have  caufe  to  fear,  no  fair 
means  will  prevail  upon. 

Thofe  eyes,  that  care  not  how  much  mifchief  is 
done,  or  how  great  (laughter  committed,  fo  they 
have  but  a  fine  (how ;  thofe  very  female  eyes,  will 
be  infinitely  delighted  with  the  camp  which  is  fpee- 
dily  to  be  formed  in  Hyde-park.  The  tents  are  car- 
ried thither  this  morning,  new  regiments  with  new 
cloaths  and  furniture  (far  exceeding  the  late  cloth 
and  linen  defigned  by  his  Grace  for  the  foldiery . )  The 
fight  of  fo  many  gallant  fellows,  with  all  the  pomp 
and  glare  of  war  yet  undeform'd  by  battles,  thofe 
fcenes  which  England  has  for  many  years  only  be- 
held on  ftages,  may  pofiibly  invite  your  curiohty  to 
this  place. 

By  our  lateft  account  from  Dukc-ftreet,  Weft- 
minfter,  the  converfion  of  T.  G.  Efq.  is  reported  in 
a  manner  fomewhat  more  particular.  That  upon 
the  feizure  of  his  Flanders  mares,  he  feem'd  more 
than  ordinarily  difturbed  for  fome  hours,  fent  for 
his  ghoftly  father,  and  refolved  to  bear  his  lofs  like  a 
Chriftian  j  till  about  the  hours  of  fcven  or  eight 

the 
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the  coaches  and  horfes  of  feveral  of  the  Nobility 
palling  by  his  window  towards  Hyde-park,  he  could 
no  longer  endure  the  difappointment,  but  inftantly 
went  out,  took  the  oath  of  Abjuration,  and  reco- 
ver'd  his  dear  horfes,  which  carry'd  him  in  triumph 
to  the  Ring.  The  poor  diftrefled  Roman  Catho- 
licks,  now  unhors'd  and  uncharioted,  cry  out  with 
the  Pfalmift,  Some  in  Chariots  and  fome  in  Horfes^  but 
•we  will  iiruocate  the  name  of  the  Lord. 

I  am,  &c. 


LETTER    XII. 

THE  weather  is  too  fine  for  any  one  that  loves 
the  country  to  leave  it  at  this  feafon  ;  when 
every  fmile  of  the  fun,  like  the  fmile  of  a  coy  lady, 
is  as  dear  as  it  is  uncommon  :  and  I  am  fo  much  in 
the  tafte  of  rural  pleafures,  I  had  rather  fee  the  fun 
than  any  thing  he  can  fhew  me,  except  yourfelf.  I 
defpife  every  fine  thing  in  town,  not  excepting  your 
new  gown,  till  I  fee  you  drefs'd  in  it  (which  by  the 
way  1  don't  like  the  better  for  the  red  ;  the  leaves,  I 
think,  are  very  pretty.)  I  am  growing  fit,  I  hope, 
for  a  better  world,  of  which  the  light  of  the  fun  is 
but  a  ftiadow :  for  I  doubt  not  but  God's  works  here, 
are  what  come  neareft  to  his  works  there  ;  and  that 
a  true  relifh  of  the  beauties  of  nature  is  the  molt 
eafy  preparation  and  gentleft  tranfition  to  an  enjoy- 
ment of  thofe  of  heaven  :  as  on  the  contrary,  a  true 
town-life  of  hurry,  confufion,  noifc,  flander,  and 
diflenfion,  is  a  fort  of  apprenticefhip  to  hell  and  its 
furies.  I'm  endeavouring  to  put  my  mind  into  as 
quiet  a  fituation  as  I  can,  to  be  ready  to  receive  that 
ftroke  which,  I  believe  is  coming  upon  me,  and  have 
fully  refign'd  myfclf  to  yield  to  it.  The  feparation 
of  my  foul  and  body  is  what  I  could  think  of  with 
lefs  pain ;  for  I  am  very  fure  he  that  made  it  will 
z  take 
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take  care  of  it,  and  in  whatever  ftate  he  pleafes  it 
fhall  be,  that  ftate  muft  be  right :  But  I  cannot  think 
without  tears  of  being  feparated  from  my  friends, 
when  their  condition  is  fo  doubtful,  that  they  may 
want  even  fuch  affiftance  as  mine.  Sure,  it  is  more 
merciful  to  take  from  us  after  death  all  memory  of 
what  we  lov'd  or  purfued  here :  for  elfe  what  a  tor- 
ment would  it  be  to  a  fpirit,  ftill  to  love  thofe  crea- 
tures it  is  quite  divided  from  ?  Unlefs  we  fuppofe, 
that  in  a  more  exalted  life,  all  that  we  efteemed  in 
this  imperfect  ftate  will  affect  us  no  more,  than  what 
we  lov'd  in  our  infancy  concerns  us  now. 

This  is  an  odd  way  of  writing  to  a  lady,  and, 
I'm  fenfible,  would  throw  me  under  a  great  deal  of 
ridicule,  were  you  to  fhow  this  letter  among  your 
acquaintance.  But  perhaps  you  may  not  yourfelf 
be  quite  a  ftranger  to  this  way  of  thinking.  I  hear- 
tily wifh  your  life  may  be  fo  long  and  fo  happy,  as 
never  to  let  you  think  quite  fo  far  as  I  am  now  led  to 
do ;  but,  to  think  a  little  towards  if,  is  what  will 
make  you  the  happier,  and  the  eafier  at  all  times. 

There  are  no  pleafures  or  amufements  that  I  don't 
wifh  you,  and  therefore  'tis  no  fniall  grief  to  me 
that  I  (hall  for  the  future  be  lefs  able  to  partake  with 
you  in  them.  But  let  fortune  do  her  worft,  what- 
ever fhe  makes  us  lofe,  as  long  as  fhe  never  makes 
us  lofe  our  honefty  and  our  independance  ;  I  de- 
fyife  from  my  heart  whoever  parts  with  the  firft,  and 
I  pity  from  my  foul  whoever  quits  the  latter. 

I  am  grieved  at  Mr.  G — 's  condition  in  this  laft 
refpect  of  dependance.  He  has  Merit,  Good-na- 
ture, and  Integrity,  three  qualities,  that  I  fear  arq 
too  often  loft  upon  great  men  ;  or  at  leaft  are  not  all 
three  a  match  for  that  one  which  is  oppos'd  to  them, 
Flattery.  I  wifti  it  may  not  foon  or  late  difplace 
him  from  the  favour  he  now  poflefles,  and  feems  to 
like.  I'm  fure  his  late  action  def  rves  eternal  favour 
and  efteem  :  Lord  Bathurft  was  charm'd  with  it, 

VOL.  VII.  K  who 
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who  came  hither  to  fee  me  before  his  journey.  He 
afk'd  and  fpoke  very  particularly  of  you.  To-mor- 
row Mr.  Fortefcue  comes  to  me  from  London  about 
B — 's  fuit  in  forma  pauperis.  That  poor  man  looks 
ftarved  :  he  tells  me  you  have  been  charitable  to  him. 
Indeed  'tis  wanted  ;  the  poor  creature  can  fcarce  flir 
or  fpeak;  and  I  apprehend  he  will  die,  juft.  as  he 
gets  fomething  to  live  upon.  Adieu. 


LETTER    XIII. 

THIS  is  a  day  of  wifhes  for  you,  and  I  hope 
you  have  long  known,  there  is  not  one  good 
one  which  I  do  not  form  in  your  behalf.  Every 
year  that  pafTes,  I  wifh  fome  things  more  for  my 
friends,  and  fome  things  lefs  for  myfelf.  Yet  were 
I  to  tell  you  what  I  wifh  for  you  in  particular,  it 
would  be  only  to  repeat  in  profe,  what  I  told  you 
laft  year  in  rhyme  (fo  fincere  is  my  poetry:)  I  can 
only  add,  that  as  I  then  wifh'd  you  a  friend  *,  I 

now  wifh  that  friend  were  Mrs.  

Abfence  is  a  fhort  kind  of  death ;  and  in  either, 
one  can  only  wifh,  that  the  friends  we  are  feparated 
from,  may  be  happy  with  thofe  that  are  left  them. 
I  am  therefore  very  follicitous  that  you  may  pafs  much 
agreeable  time  together :  I  am  forry  to  fay  I  envy 
you  no  other  companion  ;  tho*  I  hope  you  have 
others  that  you  like  ;  and  I  am  always  pleas'd  in  that 

hope,  when  it   is  not  attended  with  any  fears  on 

your  own  account. 

I  was  troubled  to  leave  you  both,  juft  as  I  fancy'd 

we  mould   begin  to  live  together  in  the  country. 

'Twas  a  little  like  dying  the  moment  one  had  got  all 

*   To  Mrs.  m  Ixr  Birth -day. 

"  O  be  thoa  bleit  with  all  that  hcav'n  can  fend, 
"  Long  health,  long  life,  long  pleafure,  and  z  friend.''1 
7.  one 
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one  defir'd  in  this  world.  Yet  I  go  away  with  one 
generous  fort  of  fatisfadlion,  that  what  I  part  with, 
you  are  to  inherit. 

I  know  you  would  both  be  pleas'd  to  hear  fome 
certain  news  of  a  friend  departed ;  to  have  the  ad- 
ventures of  his  paffage,  and  the  new  regions  thro* 
which  he  travell'd,  defcribed  ;  and,  upon  the  whole, 
to  know,  that  he  is  as  happy  where  he  now  is,  as 
while  he  liv'd  among  you.  But  indeed  I  (like  ma- 
ny a  poor  unprepared  foul)  have  feen  nothing  I  like 
fo  well  as  what  I  left :  No  fcenes  of  Paradife,  no 
happy  bowers,  equal  to  thofe  on  the  banks  of  the 
Thames.  Wherever  I  wander,  one  reflection  ftrikes 
me  :  I  wifh  you  were  as  free  as  I ;  or  at  leaft  had  a 
tye  as  tender,  and  as  reafonable  as  mine,  to  a  rela- 
tion that  as  well  deferved  your  conftant  thought,  and 
to  whom  you  would  be  always  pull'd  back  (in  fuch 
a  manner  as  I  am)  by  the  heart-firing.  I  have  ne- 
ver been  well  fmce  I  fet  out :  but  don't  tell  my  mo- 
ther fo  ;  it  will  trouble  her  too  much  :  And  as  pro- 
bably the  fame  reafon  may  prevent  her  fending  a 
true  account  of  her  health  to  me,  I  muft  defire  you 
to  acquaint  me.  I  would  gladly  hear  the  country  air 
improves  your  own ;  but  don't  flatter  me  when  you 
are  ill,  that  I  may  be  the  better  fatisfy'd  when  you 
fay  you  are  well:  for  thefe  are  things  in  which  one 
may  be  fmcerer  to  a  reafonable  friend,  than  to  a  fond 
and  partial  parent.  Adieu. 


LETTER    XIV. 

XO  U  can't  be  furpriz'd  to  find  him  a  dull  cor- 
refpondent  whom  you  have  known  fo  long  for 
1  companion.     And  tho'  I  am  pretty  feniible, 
that,  jf  I  have  any  wit,  I  may  as  well  write  to  ihow 
it,  as  not  j  yet  I'll  content  myfelf  with  giving  you 
as  plain  a  hiftory  of  my  pilgrimage,  as  Purchashim- 
K  2  telf, 
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felf,  or  as  John  Bunyan  could  do  of  his  walking 
through  the  wilder nefs  of  this  world,  &c. 

Firft  then  I  went  by  water  to  Hampton  Court, 
unattended  by  all  but  my  own  virtues ;  which  were 
not  of  fo  modeft  a  nature  as  to  keep  themfelves,  or 
me,  conceal'd  :  For  I  met  the  Prince  with  all  his  la- 
dies on  horfeback,  coming  from  hunting.  Mrs.  B*  and 
Mrs.  L*  took  me  into  protection  (contrary  to  the 
laws  againft  harbouring  Papifts)  and  gave  me  a  din- 
ner, with  fomething  I  liked  better,  an  opportunity 
of  converfation  with  Mrs.  H*.  We  all  agreed  that 
the  life  of  a  Maid  of  honour  was  of  all  things  the 
moft  miferable  :  and  wifli'd  that  every  woman  who 
envy'd  it,  hud  a  fpechnen  of  it.  To  eat  Weftpha- 
lia-ham  in  a  morning,  ride  over  hedges  and  ditches 
on  borrowed  hacks,  come  home  in  the  heat  of  the 
day  with  a  fever,  and  (what  is  worfe  a  hundred  times) 
with  a  red  mark  in  the  forehead  from  an  uneafy  hat ; 
all  this  may  qualify  them  to  make  excellent  wives 
for  fox-hunters,  and  bear  abundance  of  ruddy  com- 
plexion'd  children.  As  foon  as  they  can  wipe  off 
the  fweat  of  the  day,  they  muft  fimper  an  hour  and 
catch  cold,  inthePrincefs's  apartment:  from  thence 
(as  Shakefpear  has  it)  to  dinner,  with  what  appetite 
thty  may — and  after  that,  till  midnight,  walk,  work, 
or  think,  which  they  pleafe.  I  can  eafdy  believe, 
ho  lone-houfe  in  Wales,  with  a  mountain  and  a 
rookery,  is  more  contemplative  than  this  Court ;  and 
as  a  proof  of  it  I  need  only  tell  you,  Mrs.  L*  walk'd 
with  me  three  or  four  hours  by  moonlight,  and  we 
met  no  creature  of  any  quality  but  the  King,  who 
gave  audience  to  the  vice-chamberlain,  all  alone, 
under  the  garden-wall. 

In  fhort,  I  heard  of  no  ball,  aflembly,  baflet-ta- 
ble,  or  any  place  where  two  or  three  were  gathered 
together,  except  Madam  Kilmanfegg's,  to  which  I 
had  the  honour  to  be  invited,  and  the  grace  to^  fta-y 
away. 

6  I  was 
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I  was  heartily  tired,  and  ported  to  —  park :  there 
we  had  an  excellent  difcourfe  of  quackery ;  Dr.  S* 
was  mentioned  with  honour.  Lady  —  walked  a 
whole  hour  abroad  without  dying  after  it,  at  leaft 
in  the  time  I  ftay'd,  tho'  (he  feem'd  to  be  fainting, 
and  had  convulfive  motions  feveral  times  in  her 
.head. 

I  arrived  in  the  foreft  by  Tuefday  noon,  having 
.fled  from  the  face  (I  wim  I  could  fay  the  horned 
face)  of  Mofes,  who  dined  in  the  mid-way  thither. 
I  pafs'd  the  reft  of  the  day  in  thofe  woods  where  I 
have  fo  often  enjoy'd  a  book  and  a  friend ;  I  made  a 
Hymn  as  I  pafs'd  thro',  which  ended  with  a  figh,  that 
I  will  not  tell  you  the  meaning  of. 

Your  Doctor  is  gone  the  way  of  all  his  patients, 
and  was  hard  put  to  it  how  to  difpofe  of  an  eft  ate 
miferably  unwieldly,  and  fplendidly  unufefulto  him. 
Sir  Samuel  Garth  fays,  that  for  RatclifFe  to  leave  a 
library,  was  as  if  a  Eunuch  fliould  found  a  Seraglio. 
Dr.  S —  lately  told  a  lady,  he  wonder'd  me  could  be 
alive  after  him  :  me  made  anfwer,  fhe  wonder'd  at 
it  for  two  reafons,  becaufe  Dr.  RatclifFe  was  dead, 
and  becaufe  Dr.  S — was  living.  lam 

Your,  &c. 


LETTER    XV. 

TWTOthing  could  have  more  of  that  melancholy 
J^\j  which  once  ufed  to  pkafe  me,  than  my  laft 
day's  journey  ;  for  after  having  pafs'd  through  my 
favourite  woods  in  the  foreft,  with  a  thoufand  re- 
veries of  paft  pleafures,  I  rid  over  hanging  hills, 
whofe  tops  were  edged  with  groves,  and  whofe  feet 
water'd  with  winding  rivers,  liftening  to  the  falls  of 
cataracts  below,  and  the  murmuring  of  the  winds 
above  :  The  gloomy  verdure  of  Stonor  fucceeded  to 
thefe  -,  and  then  the  fhades  of  the  evening  overtook 
K  3  me. 
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me.  The  moon  rofe  in  the  cleareft  fky  I  ever  faw, 
by  whofe  folcmn  light  I  paced  on  flowly,  without 
company,  or  any  interruption  to  the  range  of  my 
thoughts  About  a  mile  before  I  rearh'd  Oxford, 
all  the  bells  toll'd  in  different  notes ;  the  clocks  of 
every  college  anfwer'd  one  another,  and  founded 
forth  (fome  in  a  deeper,  fome  a  fofter  tone)  that  it 
\vas  eleven  at  night.  All  this  was  no  ill  prepara- 
tion to  the  life  1  have  led  fincc,  among  thofe  old 
walls,  venerable  galleries,  ftone  porticos,  fhidious 
walks,  and  folitary  fcenes  of  the  Univerfity.  I 
'wanted  nothing  but  a  black  gown  and  a  falary,  to  be 
?.s  mere  a  book-worm  as  any  there.  I  conform'd 
myfulf  to  the  college  hours,  was  roll'd  up  in  books, 
•lay  in  one  of  the  moft  ancient,  dufky  parts  of  the 
Univerfity,  and  was  as  dead  to  the  world  as  any 
hermit  of  the  defart.  If  any  thing  was  alive  or 
awake  in  me,  it  was  a  little  vanity,  fuch  as  even 
thofe  good  men  us'd  to  entertain,  when  the  monks 
of  their  own  crder  extoll'd  their  piety  and  abftra&ion. 
Tor  I  found  myfelf  receiv'd  with  a  fort  of  refpedr, 
•which  this  idle  part  of  mankind,  the  Learned,  pay 
to  their  own  fpecies ;  who  are  as  confiderable  here, 
as  the  bufy,  the  gay,  and  the  ambitious  are  in  your 
world. 

Indeed  I  was  treated  in  fuch  a  manner,  that  I  could 
not  but  fometimes  afk  myfelf  in  my  mind,  what 
college  I  was  founder  of,  or  what  library  I  had  built? 
Methinks,  I  do  very  ill  to  return  to  the  world  again, 
to  leave  the  only  place  where  I  make  a  figure,  and, 
from  feting  myfelf  featcd  with  dignity  on  the 
moft  confpicuous  (helves  of  a  library,  put  myfrlf 
into  t'le  ab  e£t  pofture  of  lying  at  a  lady's  feet  in  St. 
James's  fquare. 

I  will  not  deny,  but  that,  like  Alexander,  in  the 
•jnidil  of  my  glory  I  am  wounded,  and  find  myfelf 
a  mere  man.     To  tell  you  from  whence  the  dart  v 
.comes,  is  to  no  purpofc,  fincc  neither  df  you  will 

take 
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take  the  tender  care  to  draw  it  out  of  my  heart,  and 
fuck  thepoifon  with  your  lips. 

Here,  at  my  Lord  H 's,  I  fee  a  creature  near- 
er an  angel  than  a  woman  (tho'  a  woman  be  very 
near  as  good  as  an  angel ; )  I  think  you  have  formerly 
heard  me  mention  Mrs.  T —  as  a  credit  to  the  Ma- 
ker of  angels  ;  me  is  a  relation  of  his  lordfhip's,  and 
he  gravely  propos'd  her  to  me  for  a  wife  j  being  ten- 
der of  her  interefts,  and  knowing  (what  is  a  fhame 
to  Providence)  that  me  is  lefs  indebted  to  fortune 
than  I.  I  told  him,  'twas  what  he  could  never  have 
thought  of,  if  it  had  not  been  his  misfortune  to  be 
blind  j  and  what  I  never  could  think  of,  while  1 
had  eyes  to  fee  both  her  and  myfelf. 

I  muft  not  conclude  without  telling  you,  that  I 
will  do  the  utmoft  in  the  affair  you  defire.  It  would 
be  an  inexpreffible  joy  to  me  if  J  could  ferve  you, 
and  I  will  always  do  all  I  can  to  give  myfelf  plea- 
fure.  I  wifh  as  well  for  you  as  for  myfelf;  I  am  in 
love  with  you  both,  as  much  as  I  am  with  myfelf, 
for  I  find  myfelf  moft  fo  with  either,  when  I  leafl 
fufpedl  it. 


L  E  T  T  E  R    XVI. 

f  |">HE  chief  caufe  I  have  to  repent  my  leaving 
the  town,  is  the  uncertainty  I  am  in  ever) 
day  of  your  filler's  ftate  of  health.  I  really  expect- 
ed by  every  poll  to  have  heard  of  her  recovery,  but 
on  the  contrary  each  letter  has  been  a  new  awaken- 
ing to  my  apprehenfions,  and  I  have  ever  fmce  fuf 
fer'd  alarms  upon  alarms  on  her  account.  .  No  on< 
can  be  more  fenfibly  touch'd  at  this  than  I;  nor  an) 
danger  of  any  I  love  could  affect  me  with  more  un 
eafmefs.  1  have  felt  fome  weaknefles  of  a  tende 
kind,  which  I  would  not  be  free  from  3  and  I  an 
K  4  gla< 
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glad  to  find  my  value  for  people  fo  rightly  placed,  as 
to  perceive  them  on  this  occafion. 

I  cannot  be  fo  good  a  Chriftian  as  to  be  willing  to 
refign  my  own  happinefs  here,  for  hers  in  another 
life.  I  do  more  than  wifli  for  her  fafety,  for  every 
wifh  I  make  I  find  immediately  changed  into  a  prayer, 
and  a  more  fervent  one  than  I  had  learn'd  to  make 
till  now. 

May  her  life  be  longer  and  happier  than  perhaps 
herfelf  may  defire,  that  is,  as  long  and  as  hnppy  as 
you  can  wifh  :  May  her  beauty  be  as  great  as  pof- 
fible,  that  is,  as  it  always  was,  or  as  yours  is.  But 
whatever  ravages  a  mercilefs  diitemper  may  commit, 
I  dare  promife  her  boldly,  what  few  (if  any)  of  her 
makers  of  vifits  and  compliments  dare  to  do  :  fhe 
{hall  have  one  man  as  much  her  admirer  as  ever.  As 
for  your  part,  Madam,  you  have  me  fo  more  than 
ever,  fince  I  have  been  a  witnefs  to  the  generous 
tendernefs  you  have  fliewn  upon  this  occafion. 

Your,  £c. 


LETTER    XVII. 

I  AM  not  at  all  concern'd  to  think  that  this  letter 
may  be  lefs  entertaining  than  fome  I  have  fent : 
I  know  you  are  a  friend  that  will  think  a  kind  letter 
as  good  as  a  diverting  one.  He  that  gives  you  his 
mirth  makes  a  much  lefs  prefent  than  he  that  gives 
you  his  heart ;  and  true  friends  would  rather  fee  fuch 
thoughts  as  they  communicate  only  to  one  another, 
than  what  they  fquandcr  about  to  all  the  world.  They 
who  can  fet  a  right  va'ue  upon  any  thing,  will  prize 
one  tender,  well-meant  word,  above  all  that  ever 
made  them  laugh  in  their  lives.  If  I  did  not  think 
fo  of  you,  I  (hould  never  have  taken  much  pains  to 
endeavour  to  pleafe  you,  by  writing,  or  any  thing 
elfe.  Wit,  I  am  lure,  I  want ;  at  leaft  in  the  de- 
gree 
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gree  that  I  fee  others  have  it,  who  would  at  all  fea- 
fons  alike  be  entertaining  ;  but  I  would  willingly 
have  fome  qualities  that  may  be  (at  fome  feafons)  of 
more  comfort  to  myfelf,  and  of  more  fervice  to  my 
friends.  I  would  cut  off  my  own  head,  if  it  had 
nothing  better  than  wit  in  it ;  and  tear  out  my  own 
heart,  if  it  had  no  better  difpofitions  than  to  love 
only  myfelf,  and  laugh  at  all  my  neighbours. 

1  know  you'll  think  it  an  agreeable  thing  to  hear 
that  I  have  done  a  great  deal  of  Homer.  If  it  be 
tolerable,  the  world  may  thank  you  for  it :  for  if  I 
could  have  feen  you  every  day,  and  imagin'd  my 
company  could  have  every  day  pleas'd  you,  I  mould 
fcarce  have  thought  it  worth  my  while  to  pleafe  the 
world.  How  many  verfes  could  I  gladly  have  left 
unfinim'd,  and  turn'd  into  it,  for  people  to  fay  what 
they  would  of,  had  I  been  permitted  to  pafs  all  thofe 
hours  more  pleafmgly  ?  Whatever  fome  may  think, 
Fame  is  a  thing  I  am  much  lefs  covetous  of,  than 
your  Friendfhip ;  for  that,  I  hope,  will  laft  all  my 
life  ;  the  other  I  cannot  anfwer  for.  What  if  they 
fhould  both  grow  greater  after  my  death  ?  alas !  they 
would  both  be  of  no  advantage  to  me  !  Therefore 
think  upon  it,  and  love  me  as  well  as  ever  you  can, 
while  I  live. 

Now  I  talk  of  fame,  I  fend  you  my  Temple  of 
Fame,  which  is  juft  come  out :  but  my  fentiments 
about  it  you  will  fee  better  by  this  Epigram. 

What's  Fame  with  Men,  by  cuJJom  of  the  Nat ion , 
Is  called  in  Women  only  Reputation  : 
About  them  both  why  keep  wefuch  a  pother  ? 
Part  you  with  one,  and  /'//  renounce  the  other. 


LET- 
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LETTER    XVIII. 

ALL  the  pleafure  or  ufe  of  familiar  letters,  is 
to  give  us  the  aflurance  of  a  friend's  welfare  ; 
at  kaft  'tis  all  I  know,  who  am  a  mortal  enemy  and 
defpifer  of  what  they  call  fine  letters.     In  this  view, 
I  promife  you,  it  will  always  be  a  fatisfa&ion  to  me 
to  write  letters  and  to  receive  them  from  you  ;  be- 
caufe  I  unfeiguedly  have  your  good  at  my  heart,  and 
am  that  thing,  which  many  people  make  only  afub- 
jecl:  to  difplay  their  fine  fentimcnti  upon,  a  Friend  : 
which  is  a  character  that  admits  of  little  to  be  faid, 
till  fomething  may  be  done.     Now  let  me  fairly  tell 
you,  I  don't  like  your  ft  vie  :  'tis  very  pretty,  there- 
fore I  doivt  like  it ;  and  if  you  writ  as  well  as  Voi- 
ture,  I  would  not  give  a  farthing  for  fuch  letters, 
unlefs  I  were  to  fell  them  to  be  printed.     Methinks 
I  have  loft  the  Mrs.  L*  I  formerly  knew,  who  writ 
and  talked  like  other  people  (and  fometimes  better.) 
You  muft  allow  me  to  fay,  you  have  not  /aid  a  fen- 
fible  word  in  alt  your  letter,  except  where  you  fpeak 
of  (hewing  kindnefs  and  expecting  it  in  return  :  but 
the  addition  you  make  about  your  being  but  two  and 
twenty,  is  again  in  the  ftyle  of  wit  and  abomina- 
tion.    To  ihew  you  how  very  unfatisfactorily  you 
write,  in  all  your  letters  you've  nevor  told  me  how 
you  do.     Indeed  I  fee  'twas  abfolutely  neccflary  for 
me  to  write  to  you,  before  you  continued  to  tike 
more  notice  of  me,  for  I  ou^ht  to  tell  you  what  you 
arc  to  expect ;  that  is  to  fay,  KimlntTo,  which  I  never 
fail'd  (I  hope)  to  return  ;  and  not  Wit,  which  if  I 
want,  I  am  not  much  concerned,  bccaufe  Judgment 
is  a  better  thing  ;  and  if  I  had,  I  would  make  ufe  of 
it  rather  to  play  upon  thofc  I  defpifc-d,  than  to  trifle 
\\-ith  t'lofc  1  loved.     You  fee,  in  fhort,  after  what 
manner  you  may  moft  agreeably  write  to  me  :  tell 
me  you  arc  my  friend,  and  you  can  be  no  more  at 

alofs 
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a  lofs  about  that  article.  As  I  have  open'd  my  mind 
upon  this  to  you,  it  may  alfo  ferve  for  Mr.  H — , 
who  will  fee  by  it  what  manner  of  letters  he  muft 
expe<5t  if  he  correfponds  with  me.  As  I  am  too 
ferioufly  yours  and  his  fervant  to  put  turns  upon  you 
inftead  of  good  wifhes,  fo  in  return  J  mould  have 
nothing  but  honeft  plain  How-d'ye's  and  Pray  re- 
member me's  ;  which  not  being  fit  to  be  fhown  to 
any  body  for  wit,  may  be  a  proof  we  correfpond 
only  for  ourfelves,  in  mere  friendiinefs ;  as  doth, 
God  is  my  witnefs, 

Your  very,  &c. 


LETTER    XIX. 

IT  is  with  infinite  futisfa£Hon  lam  made  acquaint- 
ed that  your  brother  will  at  hft  prove  your  rela- 
tion, and  has  entertained  fuchfentiments  as  become 
him  in  your  concern.  I  have  been  prepared  for  this 
by  degrees,  having  feveral  times  received  from  Mrs. 
*  that  which  is  one  of  the  greatcft  pleafurcs,  the 
knowledge  that  others  entered  into  my  own  fenti- 
ments  concerning  vou.  I  ever  was  of  opinion  that 
you  wanted  no  more  to  be  vindicated  than  to  be 
known.  A?  I  have  often  condoled  with  you  in  your 
adverfities,  fo  I  have  a  right,  which  but  few  can 
pretend  to,  of  congratulating  on  the  profpect  of  your 
better  fortunes  :  and  I  hope,  for  the  future,  to  have 
the  concern  I  have  felt  for  you  overpaid  in  your  fe- 
licities. Tho'  you  modeftly  fay  the  world  has  left 
you,  yet,  I  verily  believe,  it  is  coming  to  you  again 
as  faft  as  it  can:  for,  to  give  the  world  its  due,  it  is 
always  very  fond  of  Merit  when  'tis  part  its  power 
to  oppofe  it.  Therefore,  if  you  can.  take  it  into 
favour  again  upon  its  repentance,  and  continue  in 
it.  But  if  you  are  refolved  in  revenge  to  rob  the 
world  of  fo  much  example  as  you  may  afford  it,  I 

believe, 
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believe,  your  defign  will  be  vain ;  for  even  in  a  mo- 
naftery  your  devotions  cannot  carry  you  fo  far  to- 
ward the  next  world  as  to  make  this  lofe  the  fight 
of  you;  but  you'll  be  like  a  ftar,  that,  while  it  is 
fixed  to  heaven,  mines  over  all  the  earth. 

Wherefoever  Providence  {hall  difpofe  of  the  moft 
valuable  thing  I  know,  I  fhall  ever  follow  you  with 
my  fincereft  wifhes,  and  my  bed  thoughts  will  be 
perpetually  waiting  upon  you,  when  you  never  hear 
of  me  nor  them.  Your  own  guardian  angels  can- 
not be  more  conftant,  nor  more  filent.  I  beg  you 
will  never  ceafe  to  think  me  your  friend,  that  you 
may  not  be  guilty  of  that  which  you  never  yet  knew 
to  commit,  an  injuftice.  As  I  have  hitherto  been 
fo  in  fpite  of  the  world,  fo  hereafter,  if  it  be  pof- 
fiblc  you  mould  ever  be  more  oppofed,  and  more  cle- 
fertcd,  I  fliould  only  be  fo  much  the  more 

Your  faithfu!,  &c. 


LETTER     XX. 

I  Can  fay  little  to  recommend  the  letters  I  mall 
write  to  you,  but  that  they  will  be  the  molt  im- 
partial rcprcfentations  of  a  free  heart,  and  the  trueft 
copies  you  ever  faw,  tho'  of  a  very  mean  original. 
Not  a  feature  will  be  foftened,  or  any  advantageous 
light  employed  to  make  the  ugly  thing  a  little  lefs  hi- 
deous ;  but  you  mail  find  it  in  all  refpecls,  moft  hor- 
ribly like.  You  will  do  me  an  injuftice  if  you  look 
upon  any  thing  I  fhall  fay  from  this  inftant,  as  a 
compliment,  either  to  you  or  to  myfelf :  Whatever 
I  write  will  be  the  real  thought  of  that  hour;  and  I 
know  you'll  no  more  expect  it  of  me  to  perfevere 
till  death,  in  every  fentiment  or  notion  I  now  fet 
down,  than  you  would  imagine  a  man's  face  fhould 
never  change  when  once  his  pidure  was  drawn. 

The 
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The  freedom  I  mall  ufe  in  this  manner  of  think- 
ing aloud)  may  indeed  prove  me  a  fool ;  but  it  will 
prove  me  one  of  the  beft  fort  of  fools,  the  honeft 
ones.  And  fince  what  folly  we  have,  will  infallibly 
buoy  up  at  one  time  or  other  in  fpite  of  all  our  art 
to  keep  it  down ;  methinks,  'tis  almoft  fcolifh  to 
take  any  pains  to  conceal  it  at  all,  and  almoft  knav- 
rfh  to  do  it  from  thofe  that  are  our  friends.  If  Mo- 
mus's  project  had  taken,  of  having  windows  in  our 
breafts,  I  fhould  be  for  carrying  it  further,  and 
making  thofe  windows,  cafcments ;  that  while  a 
man  fhowed  his  heart  to  all  the  world,  he  might  do 
fomething  more  for  his  friends  ;  even  give  it  them, 
and  truft  rt  to  their  handling.  I  think  I  love  you  as 
well  as  King  Herod  did  Herodias  (tho'  I  never  had 
fo  much  as  one  dance  with  you)  and  would  as  free- 
ly give  you  my  heart  rn  a  dim,  as  he  did  another's 
head.  But  fince  Jupiter  will  not  have  it  fo,  I  muft 
be  content  to  fhew  my  tafte  in  life,  as  I  do  my  tafte 
in  painting,  by  loving  to  have  as  little  drapery  as 
poffible  Not  that  I  think  every  body  naked  alto- 
gether fo  fine  a  fight,  as  yourfelf  and  a  few  more 
would  be,  but  becaufe  'tis  good  to  ufe  people  to 
what  they  muft  be  acquainted  with  ;  and  there  will 
certainly  come  fome  day  of  judgment  or  other,  to 
uncover  every  foul  of  us.  We  mail  then  fee  that 
the  Prudes  of  this  world  owed  all  their  fine  figure 
only  to  their  being ftraiter-laced  than  the  reft;  and 
that  they  are  naturally  as  arrant  fquabs  as  thofe  that 
went  more  loofe,  nay  as  thofe  that  never  girded  their 
loins  at  all. — But  a  particular  reafon  that  may  engage 
you  to  write  your  thoughts  the  more  freely  to  me, 
is,  that  I  am  confident  no  one  knows  you  better  ; 
for  I  find,  when  others  exprefs  their  thoughts  of  you, 
they  fall  very  ftiort  of  mine,  and,  I  know,  at  the 
fame  time,  theirs  are  fuch  as  you  would  think  fuf- 
ficiently  in  your  favour. 

You 
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You  may  eafily  imagine  ho*v  defirous  I  muft  be  of 
a.  correfpondence  with  a  perfon,  who  had  taught  me 
long  ago  that  it  was  as  poflible  to  efteem  at  firft  fightr 
as  to  love  :  and  who  has  fince  ruin'd  me  for  all  the 
converfation  of  one  fex,  and  almoft  all  the  friend- 
fhip  of  the  other.  I  am  but  too  fenfible  thro'  your 
means,  that  the  company  of  men  wants  a  certain 
foftnefs  to  recommend  it,  and  that  of  women  wants 
every  thing  elfe.  How  often  have  I  been  quietly 
going  to  take  poffeflion  of  that  tranquillity  and  in- 
dolence I  had  fo  long  found  in  the  Country ;  when 
one  evening  of  your  converfation  has  fpoil'd  me  for 
a  Solitaire !  Books  have  loft  their  effect  upon  me, 
and  I  was  convinced  fince  I  faw  you,  that  there  is 
one  alive  wifer  than  all  the  fages.  A  plague  of  fe- 
male wifdom  !  it  makes  a  man  ten  times  more  un- 
eafy  than  his  own.  What  is  very  ftrange,  Virtue 
herfelf  (when  you  have  the  drefling  her)  is  too 
amiable  for  one's  repofe.  You  might  have  done  a 
world  of  good  in  your  time,  if  you  had  allowed 
half  the  fine  gentlemen  who  have  feen  you,  to  have 
converfed  with  you  ;  they  would  have  been  ftrangely 
bit,  while  they  thought  only  to  fall  in  love  with  a 
fair  lady,  and  you  had  bcwitch'd  them  with  Reafon 
and  Virtue  (two  beauties  that  the  very  fops  pretend 
to  no  acquaintance  with.) 

The  unhappy  diftance  at  which  we  correfpond, 
removes  a  great  many  of  thofe  reftri&ions  and 
punctilious  decorums,  that  oftentimes  in  nearer  con- 
verfation prejudice  truth,  to  fave  good-breeding.  I 
may  now  hear  of  my  faults,  and  you  of  your  good 
qualities,  without  a  blufh  ;  we  converfe  upon  fuch 
unfortunate  generous  terms,  as  exclude  the  regards 
of  fear,  fhame,  or  defign,  in  either  of  us.  And, 
methinks  it  would  be  as  paltry  a  part,  to  impofe 
(even  in  a  fingle  thought)  upon  each  other  in  this 
ftate  of  feparation,  as  for  fpirits  of  a  different  fphcre, 
who  have  fo  little  intercourfe  with  us,  to  employ 

that 
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that  little  (as  fome  would  make  us  think  they  do) 
in  putting  tricks  and  delufions  upon  poor  mortals. 

Let  me  begin  then,  Madam,  by  afking  you  a 
queftion,  that  may  enable  me  to  judge  better  of  my 
own  conduit  than  moft  inftances  of  my  life.  In 
wh  .<t  manner  did  I  behave  in  the  laft  hour  I  few  you  ? 
What  degree  of  concern  did  I  difcover  when  i  felt 
a  misfortune,  which,  I  hope,  you  will  never  feel, 
that  of  parting  from  what  one  mofl  efteems  ?  for  ii 
my  parting  looked  but  like  that  of  your  common 
acquaintance,  I  am  the  greater!  of  all  the  hypocrites 
that  ever  decency  made 

I  never  fmce  pafs  by  your  houfebut  with  the  fjmt 
fort  of  melancholy  that  we  feel  upon  feeing  the 
tomb  of  a  friend,  which  only  ferves  to  put  us  ir> 
mind  of  what  we  have  loft.  I  reflect  upon  thecir- 
cumftances  of  your  departure,  which  I  was  there  2 
witnefs  of  (your  behaviour  in  what  I  may  call  you] 
laft  mpments)  and  I  indulge  a  gloomy  kind  of  plea- 
fure  in  thinking  that  thofe  laft  mnnents  were  givei 
to  me.  I  would  fain  imagine  that  this  was  not  ac- 
cidental, but  proceeded  from  a  penetration,  which 
I  know,  you  have,  in  finding  out  the  truth  of  people' 
fentiments  ;  and  that  you  were  willing,  the  laft  mai 
tli at  would  have  parted  from  you,  fhould  be  the  laf 
that  did.  I  really  looked  upon  you  juft  as  the  friend 
of  Curtius  might  have  done  upon  that  Hero,  at  th 
inftant  when  he  was  devoting  himfelf  to  glory,  an 
running  to  he  loft  out  of  generality  :  I  was  oblige* 
to  admire  your  refolution,  in  as  great  a  degree  as 
deplored  it;  and  had  only  to  wifli,  that  Heave: 
would  reward  fo  much  virtue  as  was  tb  be  take 
from  us,  with  all  the  felicities  it  could  enjoy  elfc 
where. 

I  am,  &c. 


LET 
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LETTER    XXL 

T  Can  never  have  too  many  of  your  letters.  I  am 
J_  angry  at  every  fcrap  of  paper  loft,  and  tho'  it  is 
but  an  odd  compliment  to  compare  a  fine  lady  to  a 
Sibyl,  your  leaves,  methinks,  like  hers,  are  too  good 
to  be  committed  to  the  winds  ;  tho'  I  have  no  other 
way  of  receiving  them  but  by  thofe  unfaithful  mef- 
fengers.  I  have  had  but  three,  and  I  reckon  that 

(hort  one  from  D ,  which  was  rather  a  dying 

ejaculation  than  a  letter. 

You  have  contrived  to  fay  in  your  laft  the  two 
things  mod  pleafing  to  me  :  The  firft,  that  whatever 
be  the  fate  of  your  letters,  you  will  continue  to 
write  in  the  difcharge  of  your  confcience.  The 
other  is,  the  juftice  you  do  me,  in  taking  what  I 
writ  to  you,  in  the  ferious  manner  it  was  meant ; 
it  is  the  point  upon  which  I  can  bear  no  fufpicion, 
and  in  which,  above  all,  I  defire  to  ?be  thought  fe- 
rious. It  would  be  vexatious  indeed  if  you  flioukl 
pretend  to  take  that  for  wit,  which  is  no  more  than 
the  natural  overflowing  of  a  heart  improved  by  an 
efteem  for  you  :  but  fince  y  ou  tell  me  you  believe 
me,  I  fancy  my  expreffions  have  not  been  entirely 
unfaithful  to  my  thoughts. 

May  your  faith  be  encreafed  in  all  truths,  that  aro 
as  great  as  this ;  and,  depend  upon  it,  to  whatever 
degree  it  may  extend ,  you  can  never  be  a  bigot. 

If  you  could  fee  the  heart  I  talk  of,  you  would 
really  think  it  a  foolifli  good  kind  of  thing,  with 
fome  qualities  as  well-deferving  to  he  half-laughed 
at,  and  half-efteemed,  as  moft  hearts  in  the  world. 
Its  grand  folbli  in  regard  to  you,  is  the  moft  like 
Reafon  of  any  foible  in  nature.  Upon  my  \vord  this 
heart  is  not  like  a  great  warehoufe,  floral  only  with 
my  own  goods,  or  with  empty  fpaces  to  be  fupplied 
..as  faft  as  Intereft  or  Ambition  can  fill  them :  but  is 
every  inch  of  it  let  out  into  lodgings  for  its  friends, 

and 
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and  (hall  never  want  a  corner  where  your  idea  will 
always  lie  as  warm,  and  as  clofe,  as  any  idea  in 
Chriftendom. 

If  this  diftance  (as  you  are  fo  kind  as  to  fay)  en- 
larges yotir  belief  of  my  friendfhip,  I  allure  you,  it 
has  fo  extended  my  notion  of  your  value,  that  I  be- 
gin to  be  impious  upon  that  account,  and  to  wifh 
that  even  (laughter,  ruin,  and  defolation  may  inter- 
pofe  between  you  and  the  place  you  defign  for ;  and 
that  you  were  reftored  to  us  at  the  expence  of  a 
whole  people. 

Is  there  no  expedient  to  return  you  in  peace  to  the 
bofom  of  your  country  ?  I  hear  you  are  come  as  far 
as  —  :  do  you  only  look  back  to  die  twice  ?  is  Eu- 
rydice  once  more  fnatched  to  the  fhades  ?  If  ever 
mortal  had  reafon  to  hate  the  King,  it  is  I,  whofe 
particular  misfortune  it  is,  to  be  almoft  the  only  in- 
nocent perfon  he  has  made  to  fuffer ;  both  by  his 
Government  at  home,  and  his  Negotiations  abroad. 

If  you  muft  go  from  us,  I  wifh  at  leaft  you  might 
pafs  to  your  banifhment  by  the  moft  plealant  way  ; 
that  all  the  road  might  be  rofes  and  myrtles,  and  a 
thoufand  objects  rife  round  you,  agreeable  enoughto 
make  England  lefs  defirable  to  you.  It  is  not  now 
my  intereft  to  wifh  England  agreeable :  It  is  highly 
probable  it  may  ufe  me  ill  enough  to  drive  me  from 
it.  Can  1  think  that  place  my  country,  where  I 
cannot  now  call  a  foot  of  paternal  Earth  my  own  ? 
Yet  it  may  feem  fome  alleviation,  that  when  the 
wifeft  thing  I  can  do  is  to  leave  my  country,  what 
was  moil  agreeable  in  it  (hould  hrft  be  fnatched 
away  from  it. 

I  could  overtake  you  with  pleafure  in  — ,  and 
make  that  tour  in  your  company.  Every  reafonable 
entertainment  and  beautiful  view  would  be  doubly 
engaging  when  you  partook  of  it.  I  fhould  at  leaft 
attend  you  to  the  fea  coafts,  and  caft  a  look  after 
the  fails  that  tranfported  you.  But  perhaps  I  might 
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€are  as  litde  to  ftay  behind  you  -f  and  be  full  as  un- 
cafy  to  live  in  a  country  where  I  faw  others  perfe- 
cuted  by  the  rogues  of  my  own  religion,  as  where  I 
was  perfecuted  myfelf  by  the  rogues  of  yours.  And 
it  is  not  impoffible  I  might  run  into  Ana  in  fearch- 
of  liberty ;  for  who  would  not  rather  live  a  free- 
man among  a  nation  of  flaves,  than  a  flave  among 
a  nation  of  freemen  ? 

In  good  earned,  if  I  knew  your  motions,  and 
your  exadl  time ;  I  verily  think,  I  mould  be  once 
more  happy  in  a  fight  of  you  next  fpring. 

I'll  conclude  with  a  wifh,  God  fend  you  with  us, 
•r  me  with  you. 


LETTER     XXII. 

YOU  will  find  me  more  troublefome  than  ever 
Brutus  did  his  evil  Genius  j  I  (hall  meet  you 
in  more  places  than  one,  and  often  refrefh  your  me- 
mory before  you  arrive  at  your  Philippi.  Thefe  fha- 
dows  of  me  (my  letters)  will  be  haunting  you  from- 
time  to  time,  and  putting  you  in  mind  of  the  man 
who  has  really  fuffer'd  very  much  from  you,  and  whom 
you  have  robb'd  of  the  moft  valuable  of  his  enjoy- 
ments, your  converfation.  The  advantage  of  hear- 
ing your  fentiments  by  difcovering  mine,  was  what 
I  always  thought  a  great  one,  and  even  worth  th« 
rifque  I  generally  run  of  manifefting  my  own  indif- 
cretion.  You  then  rewarded  my  truft  in  you  the 
moment  it  was  given,  for  you  pleas'd  or  inform'd 
me  the  minute  you  anfwer'd.  1  muft  now  be  con- 
tented with  more  flow  returns.  However,  'tis  fome 
pleafure,  that  your  thoughts  upon  paper  will  be  a 
more  lafting  pofleflion  to  me,  and  that  I  mall  no 
longer  havecaufe  to  complain  of  a  lofsl  have  fo  of- 
ten regretted,  that  of  any  thing  you  faid,  which  I 
ii'd  to  forget.  In  earneft>  Madain,  if  I  were 

to 
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to  write  to  you  as  often  as  I  think  of  you,  it  muft 
be  every  day  of  my  life.  I  attend  you  in  fpirit  thro* 
all  your  ways,  I  follow  you  thro'  every  ftage  in  books 
of  travels,  and  fear  for  you  thro'  whole  folio's ;  you 
make  me  fhrink  at  the  paft  dangers  of  dead  travel- 
lers j  arid  if  I  read  of  a  delightful  profpec"l,  or  agree* 
able  place,  I  hope  it  yet  fubfifts  to  pleafe  you.  I 
enquire  the  roads,  the  amufements,  the  company, 
of  every  town  and  country  thro'  which  you  pafs, 
with  as  much  diligence,  as  if  I  were  to  fet  out  next 
week  to  overtake  you.  In  a  word,  no  one  can  have 
you  more  conftantly  in  mind,  not  even  your  Guar- 
dian-angel (if  you  have  one)  and  I  am  willing  to 
indulge  fo  much  Popery  as  to  fancy  fome  Being  takes 
care  of  you,  who  knows  your  value  better  than  you 
doyourfelf :  I  am  willing  to  think  that  Heaven  ne- 
ver gave  fo  much  felf-neglecl:  and  refolution  to  a 
woman,  to  occafion  her  calamity ;  but  am  pious 
enough  to  believe  thofe  qualities  muft  be  intended  to 
conduce  to  her  benefit  and  her  glory. 

Your  firft  mort  letter  only  ferves  to  {how  me  you 
are  alive  :  it  puts  me  in  mind  of  the  firft  dove  that 
return'd  to  Noah,  and  juft  made  him  know  it  had 
found  no  reft  abroad. 

There  is  nothing  in  it  that  pleafes  me,  but  when 
you  tell  me  you  had  no  fea-ficknefs.  I  beg  your  next 
may  give  me  all  the  pleafure  it  cafl,  that  is,  tell  me 
any  that  you  receive.  You  can  make  no  difcove- 
ries  that  will  be  half  fo  valuable  to  me  as  thofe  of 
your  own  mind.  Nothing  that  regards  the  ftates  or 
kingdoms  you  pafs  thro',  will  engage  fo  much  of  my 
curiofity  or  concern,  as  what  relates  to  yourfelf: 
Your  welfare,  to  fay  truth,  is  more  at  my  heart 
than  that  of  Chriftendom. 

I  am  fure  I  may  defend  the  truth,  tho'  perhaps 
not  the  virtue,  of  this  declaration.  One  is  igno- 
rant, or  doubtful  at  beft,  of  the  merits  of  differing 
religions  and  jtv&rnments  :  but  private  virtues  one 
L  2  c.  n 
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can  be  fure  of.  I  therefore  know  what  particular 
Perfon  has  defert  enough  to  merit  being  happier  than 
others,  but  not  what  Nation  deferves  to  conquer  or 
opprefs  another.  You  will  fay,  I  am  not  publlc- 
fpiritedf  let  it  be  fo,  I  may  have  too  many  tender- 
nefles,  particular  regards,  or  narrow  views  ;  but  at 
the  fame  time  I  am  certain  that  whoever  wants  thefe, 
can  never  have  a  Public  fpirit ;  for  (as  a  friend  of 
mine  fays)  how  is  it  poflible  for  that  man  to  love 
twenty  thoufand  people,  who  never  loved  one  ? 

I  communicated  your  letter  to  Mr.  C — ,  he' thinks 
of  you  and  talks  of  you  as  he  ought,  I  mean  as  I  do, 
and  one  always  thinks  that  to  be  juft  as  it  ought. 
His  health  and  mine  are  now  fo  good,  that  we  wifh 
with  all  our  fouls  you  were  a  witnefs  of  it.  We 
never  meet  but  we  lament  over  you  :  we  pay  a  kind 
of  weekly  rites  to  your  memory,  where  we  ftrow 
flowers  of  rhetoric,  and  offer  fuch  libations  to  your 
name  as  it  would  be  profane  to  call  Toafting.  The 
Duke  of  B — m  is  fometimes  the  High  Prieft  of  your 
praifes  ;  and  upon  the  whole,  I  believe  there  are  as 
few  men  that  are  not  forry  at  your  departure,  as  wo- 
men that  are ;  for,  you  know,  moft  of  your  fex 
want  good  fenfe,  and  therefore  muft  want  genero- 
fity  :  You  have  fo  much  of  both,  that,  I  am  fure, 
you  pardon  them  j  for  one  cannot  but  forgive  what- 
ever one  defpifes.  For  my  part  I  hate  a  great  ma- 
ny women  for  your  fake,  and  undervalue  all  the  reft. 
'Tis  you  are  to  blame,  and  may  God  revenge  it  up- 
on you,  with  all  thofe  bleflings  and  earthly  profperi- 
ties,  which,  the  Divines  tell  us,  are  the  caufe  of 
our  perdition ;  for  if  he  makes  you  happy  in  this 
world,  I  dare  truft  your  own  virtue  to  do  it  in  the 
other.  I  ara 

Your,  &c. 


LET- 
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LETTER    XXIII. 

To  Mrs.  ARABELLA    PERM  OR. 

On  her  Marriage. 

YOU  are  by  this  time  fatisfied  how  much  the 
tendernefs  of  one  man  of  merit  is  to  be  pre- 
ferred to  the  addrefles  of  a  thoufand.  And  by  this 
time  the  Gentleman  you  have  made  choice  of  is  fen- 
fible,  how  great  is  the  joy  of  having  all  thofe  charms 
and  good  qualities  which  have  pleafed  fo  many,  now 
applied  to  pleafe  one  only.  It  was  but  juft,  that  the 
fame  Virtues  which  gave  you  reputation,  mould 
give  you  happinefs  ;  and  I  can  wim  you  no  greater, 
than  that  you  may  receive  it  in  as  high  a  degree 
yourfelf,  as  fo  much  good  humour  muft  infallibly 
give  it  to  your  hufband. 

It  may  be  expected,  perhaps,  that  one  who  has 
the  title  of  Poet  mould  fay  fomething  more  polite  on 
this  occafion  :  But  I  am  really  more  a  well-wifher  to 
your  felicity,  than  a  celebrater  of  your  beauty.  Be- 
fides,  you  are  now  a  married  woman,  and  in  a  way 
to  be  a  great  many  better  things  than  a  fine  lady  ; 
fuch  as  an  excellent  wife,  a  faithful  friend,  a  tender 
parent,  and  at  laft,  as  the  confequence  of  them  all, 
a  faint  in  heaven.  You  ought  now  to  hear  nothing 
but  that,  which  was  all  you  eyer  defired  to  hear 
(whatever  others  may  have  fpoken  to  you)  I  mean 
Truth  :  and  it  is  with  the  utmoft  that  I  afliire  you, 
no  friend  you  have  can  more  rejoice  in  any  good 
that  befals  you,  is  more  fmcerely  delighted  with  the 
profpe&  of  your  future  happinefs,  or  more  unfeign- 
edly  defires  a  long  continuance  of  it. 

I  hope,  you  will  think  it  but  juft,  that  a  man  who 
will  certainly  be  fpoken  of  as  your  admirer,  after 
he  is  dead,  may  have  the  happinefs  to  be  efteemed, 
while  he  is  living, 

Your,  &c. 
L  3  LE  T,. 
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TO    AND    FROM 

Sir  WILL  i  AM  T RUM  BULL*, 

From  1705  to  1716. 

LETTER    I. 

Sir  WILLIAM  TRUMBIJLL  to  Mr.  POPE. 

SIR,  Oa.  19, 1705. 

1  Return  you  the  Book  you  were  pleafed  to  fend 
me,  and  with  it  your  obliging  letter,  which  de- 
fer ves  my  particular  acknowledgment :  for,  next 
to  the  pleafure  of  enjoying  the  company  of  fo  good 
a  friend,  the  welcomeft  thing  to  me  is  to  hear  from 
him.  I  expected  to  find,  what  I  have  met  with,  an 
admirable  genius  in  thofe  Poems,  not  only  becaufe 
they  were  Milton's  f,  or  were  approved  by  Sir  Hen. 
Wootton,  but  becaufe  you  had  commended  them  ; 
and  give  me  leave  to  tell  you,  that  I  know  no  body 
fo  like  to  equal  him,  even  at  the  age  he  wrote  moft 
of  them,  as  yourfelf.  Only  do  not  afford  more 
caufe  of  complaints  againft  you,  that  you  fuffer  no- 

*  Secretary  of  State  to  King  William  the  Third.     P. 

t  L1  Allegro,  II  Penferofo,  Lycidas,  and  :hc  Mafque  of 

Com  us.  P. 

thing 
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thing  of  yours  to  come  abroad ;  which  in  this  age, 
wherein  wit  and  true  fenfe  is  more  fcarce  than  mo- 
ney, is  a  piece  of  fuch  cruelty  as  your  beft  friends 
can  hardly  pardon  I  hope  you  will  repent  and 
amend  ;  I  could  offer  many  reafons  to  this  purpofe, 
and  fuch  as  you  cannot  anfwer  with  any  fmcerity  ; 
but  that  I  dare  not  enlarge,  for  fear  of  engaging  in 
a  ftyle  of  Compliment,  which  has  been  fo  abufed  by 
fools  and  knaves,  that  it  is  become  almoft  fcanda- 
Jous.  I  conclude  therefore  with  an  aflurance  which 
ftiall  never  vary,  of  .my  being  ever,  &c. 


L  E  T  T  E  R    II. 

SJr  WILLIAM  TRUMBUI.L  to  Mr.  POPE. 

April  9,  1708. 

I  Have  this  moment  received  the  favour  of  yours 
of  the  8th  inftant ;  and  will  make  you  a  true 
excufe  (tho*  perhaps  no  very  good  one)  that  I  de- 
ferred the  troubling  you  with  a  letter,  when  I  fent 
back  your  papers,  in  hopes  of  feeing  you  at  Binfield 
before  this  time.  If  I  had  met  with  any  fault  in 
your  performance,  I  fhould  freely  now  (as  I  have 
done  too  prefumptuoufly  in  converfation  with  you) 
tell  you  my  opinion  ;  which  I  have  frequently  ven- 
tured to  give  you,  rather  in  compliance  with  your 
defires  than  that  I  could  think  it  reafonable.  For  I 
am  not  yet  futisfied  upon  what  grounds  I  can  pretend 
•to  judge  of  poetry,  who  have  never  been  pra&ifed 
,in  the  art.  There  may  poflibly  be  fome  happy  ge- 
nius's^ who  may  judge  of  fome  of  the  natural  beau- 
ties of  a  poem,  as  a  man  may  of  the  proportions  of 
a  building,  without  having  read  Vitruvius,  or  know- 
ing any  thing  of  the  rules  of  architecture  :  but  this, 
tho'  it  may  fomctimes  be  in  the  right,  m.uft  be  fub- 
L  4  jeft 


15*         LETTERS   TO   AND 

ject  to  many  miftakes,  and  is  certainly  but  a  fuper- 
ficial  knowledge  ;  without  entring  into  the  art,  the 
methods,  and  the  particular  excellencies  of  the 
whole  compofure,  in  all  the  parts  of  it. 

Be/ides  my  want  of  fkill,  I  have  another  reafoti 
why  I  ought  to  fufpecl  myfelf,  by  reafon  of  the  great 
affection  1  have  for  you  ;  which  might  give  too 
much  bias  to  be  kind  to  every  thing  that  comes  from 
you.  But  after  all,  I  muft  fay  (and  I  do  it  with  an 
old-fafhioned  fmcerity)  that  I  entirely  approve  of 
your  tranflatjon  of  thofe  pieces  of  Homer,  both  as 
to  the  verfificvtion  and  the  true  fenfe  that  fhines  thro* 
the  whole  :  Nay  I  am  confirmed  in  my  former  ap- 
plication to  you,  and  give  me  leave  to  renew  it  up- 
on this  occafion,  that  you  would  proceed  in  tran- 
flating  that  incomparable  Poet,  to  make  him  fpeak 
good  Englifh,  to  drefs  his  admirable  characters  in 
your  proper,  fignificant,  and  expreflive  conceptions, 
and  to  make  his  works  as  ufeful  and  inftru&ive  to 
this  degenerate  age,  as  he  was  to  our  friend  Horace, 
when  he  read  him  at  Pr#nejle  :  £%uit  quid  Jit  pul- 
chrum-)  quid  turpe,  quid  utile,  quid  non^  &c.  I  break 
off  with  that  quid  non  ?  with  which  I  confefs  I  am 
charm'd. 

Upon  the  whole  matter  I  intreat  you  to  fend  this 
prefently  to  be  added  to  theMifcellanies,  and,  I  hope, 
it  will  come  time  enough  for  that  purpofe. 

I  have  nothing  to  fay  of  my  Nephew  B.'s  obferva- 
tions,  for  he  fent  them  to  me  fo  late,  that  I  had 
not  time  to  confiderthem  ;  I  dare  fay  he  endeavour- 
ed very  faithfully  (though,  he  told  me,  very  haftily) 
to  execute  your  commands. 

All  I  can  add  is,  that  if  your  excefs  of  modefty 
fhould  hinder  you  from  publimingthis  Eflay,  I  fliall 
only  be  forry  that  I  have  no  more  credit  with  you, 
to  perfwade  you  to  oblige  the  public,  and  very  par- 
ticularly, dear  Sir, 

Your,  &c. 
LET- 
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LETTER    m. 

Sir  WILLIAM  TRUMBULL  to  Mr.  POPE. 

March  6,  1713. 

I  Think  a  hafty  fcribble  {hows  more  what  flows 
from  the  heart,  than  a  letter  after  Balzac's  man- 
ner in  ftudied  phrafes  j  therefore  I  will  tell  you  as 
faft  as  1  can,  that  I  have  received  your  favour  of 
the  26th  paft,  with  your  kind  prefent  of  The  Rape 
of  the  Lock.  You  have  given  me  the  trueft  fatif- 
faclion  imaginable  not  only  in  making  good  the  juft 
opinion  I  have  ever  had  of  your  reach  of  thought, 
and  my  Idea  of  your  comprehenfive  genius  j  but 
likewife  in  that  pleafure  I  take  as  an  Englimman  to 
fee  the  French,  even  Boileau  himfelf  in  his  Lutriu, 
out-done  in  your  poem :  for  you  defcend,  le^iore 
pleftro^  to  all  the  nicer  touches,  that  your  own  ob- 
fervation  and  wit  furnifh,  on  fuch  a  fubjecSt  as  re- 
quires the  fineft  ftrokes  and  the  livelieft  imagination. 
But  I  muft  fay  no  more  (tho'  I  could  a  great  deal) 
on  what  pleafes  me  fo  much  :  and  henceforth,  I  hope, 
you  will  never  condemn  me  of  partiality,  fmce  I 
only  fwim  with  the  ftream,  and  approve  of  what  all 
men  of  good  tafte  (notwithftanding  the  jarring  of 
Parties)  muft  and  do  univerfally  applaud.  I  now 
come  to  what  is  of  vaft  moment,  I  mean  the  pre- 
fervation  of  your  health,  and  beg  of  you  earneftly 
to  get  out  of  all  Tavern-company,  and  fly  away 
tanquam  ex  incendlo.  What  a  mifery  is  it  for  you 
to  be  deftroy'd  by  the  foolifti  kindnefs  ('tis  all  one 
whether  real  or  pretended)  of  thofe  who  are  able  to 
bear  the  poifon  of  bad  wine,  and  to  engage  you  in  fo 
unequal  a  combat  ?  As  to  Homer,  by  all  I  can  learn, 
your  bufmefs  is  done :  therefore  come  away  and 
take  a  little  time  to  breathe  in  the  country  J  beg 

now 
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now  for  my  own  fake,  but  much  more  for  yours ; 
jnethinks  Mr. hasfaid  to  you  more  than  once, 

Heufuge,  note  dea,  teque  bis,  ait,  eripe  flammls  I 
I  am,  Your,  &c. 


LETTER    IV. 
To  Sir  WILLIAM  TRUMBULL. 

March  12,  1713. 

T Hough  any  thing  you  write  is  fure  to  be  a 
pleafure  to  me,  yet  I  muft  own  your  laft  let- 
ter made  me  uneafy ;  you  really  ufe  a  ftyle  of  com- 
pliment, which  I  expeft  as  little  as  I  deferve  it.  I 
know  'tis  a  common  opinion  that  a  young  fcribler  is 
as  ill  pleas'd  to  hear  truth  as  a  young  lady.  From 
the  moment  one  fets  up  for  an  author,  one  muft  be 
treated  as  ceremonioufly,  that  is  as  unfaithfully, 

As  a  King's  Favourite,  or  as  a  King. 

This  proceeding,  join'd  to  that  natural  vanity  which 
firft  makes  a  man  an  author,  is  certainly  enough  to 
render  him  a  coxcomb  for  life.  But  I  muft  grant  it 
is  a  juft  judgment  upon  poets,  that  they,  whofc 
chief  pretence  is  Wit,  fhould  be  treated  as  they 
themfelves  treat  Fools,  that  is,  be  cajol'd  with 
praifes.  And,  I  believe,  Poets  are  the  only  poor 
fellows  in  the  world  whom  any  body  will  flatter. 

I  would  not  he  thought  to  fay  this,  as  if  the  ob- 
liging letter  you  fent  me  deferv'd  this  imputation, 
only  it  put  me  in  mind  of  it ;  and  I  fancy  one  may 
apply  to  one's  friend  what  Caefar  faid  of  his  wife  : 
"  It  was  not  fufficient  that  he  knew  her  to  be  chafte 
**  himfelf,  but  flic  fliould  not  be  fo  much  as  fuf- 
"  pccted." 

As 


FROM  SIR  W.  TRUMBULL.       155 

As  to  the  wonderful  difcoveries,  and  all  the  good 
news  you  are  pleas'd  to  tell  me  of  myfelf,  I  treat  it, 
as  you  who  are  in  the  fecret,  treat  common  news, 
as  groundlefs  reports  of  things  at  a  diftance  ;  which 
I,  who  look  into  the  true  fprings  of  the  affair,  in 
my  own  breaft,  know  to  have  no  foundation  at  all. 
For  Fame,  tho'  it  be  (as  Milton  finely  calls  it)  the 
lajl  infirmity  of  noble  minds,  is  fcarce  fo  ftrong  a  temp- 
tation as  to  warrant  our  lofs  of  time  here :  it  can 
never  make  us  lie  down  contentedly  on  a  death-bed, 
£as  fome  of  the  Ancients  are  faid  to  have  done  with 
that  thought.)  You,  Sir,  haveyourfelf  taught  me, 
that  an  eafy  fituation  at  that  hour  can  proceed  from 
no  ambition  lefs  noble  than  that  of  an  eternal  felicity, 
which  is  unattainable  by  the  ftrongell:  endeavours  of 
fhe  wit,  but  may  be  gain'd  by  the  fmcere  intentions 
of  the  heart  only.  As  in  the  next  world,  fo  in  this, 
the  only  folid  bleflings  are  owing  to  the  gocdnefs  of 
the  mind,  not  the  extent  of  the  capacity :  friendfhip 
here  is  an  emanation  from  the  fame  fource  as  beati- 
tude there:  the  fame  benevolence  and  grateful  dif- 
pofition  that  qualifies  us  for  the  one,  if  extended 
farther,  makes  us  partakers  of  the  other.  The  ut- 
moft  point  of  my  defires  in  my  prefent  ftate  termi- 
nates in  the  fociety  and  good-will  of  worthy  men, 
which  I  look  upon  as  no  ill  earneft  and  forctaftc  of 
the  fociety  and  alliance  of  happy  fouls  hereafter. 

The  continuance  of  your  favours  to  me  is  what 
not  only  makes  me  happy,  but  caufes  me  to  fet  foinc 
value  upon  myfelf  as  a  part  of  your  care.  The  in- 
ftances  I  daily  meet  with  of  thefe  agreeable  awaken- 
ings of  friendfhip,  are  of  too  pleafing  a  nature  not 
to  be  acknowledged  whenever  I  think  of  yow.  I 
am 

Your,  Sec. 

LET- 
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LETTER    V. 

April  30,  1715. 

I  Have  been  almoft  every  day  employed  in  follow- 
ing your  advice,  and  amufing  myfelf  in  paint- 
ing, in  which  I  am  moft  particularly  obliged  to  Mr. 
Jervas,  who  gives  me  daily  inftrudtions  and  exam- 
ples. As  to  poetical  affairs,  I  am  content  at  prefent 
to  be  a  bare  looker-on,  and  from  a  practitioner  turn 
an  admirer,  which  is  (as  the  world  goes)  not  very 
ufual.  Cato  was  not  fo  much  the  wonder  of  Rome 
in  his  days,  as  he  is  of  Britain  in  ours ;  and  though 
all  the  foolim  induftry  poflible  has  been  ufed  to  make 
it  thought  a  party- play,  yet  what  the  author  once 
(aid  of  another  may  the  moft  properly  in  the  world 
be  apply'd  to  him,  on  this  occafion, 

Envy  itfelf  is  dumb^  in  wonder  /«/?, 

A>.d  Factions  Jlrivet  who  foal  I  applaud  him  moft. 

The  numerous  and  violent  claps  of  the  Whig- 
party  on  the  one  fide  of  the  theatre,  were  echo'd 
back  by  the  Tories  on  the  other  ;  while  the  author 
fweated  behind  the  fcenes  with  concern  to  find  their 
applaufe  proceeding  more  from  the  hand  than  the 
head.  This  was  the  cafe  too  of  the  prologue 
writer  *,  who  was  clapp'd  into  a  ftanch  whig,  at 
almoft  every  two  lines.  I  believe  you  have  heard, 
that  after  all  the  applaufcs  of  the  oppofite  faction,  my 
Lord  Bolingbroke  fent  for  Booth,  who  play'd  Cato, 
into  the  box,  between  one  of  the  acts,  and  prefent- 
ed  him  with  fifty  guineas;  in  acknowledgment  (as 
he  exprefs'd  it)  for  defending  the  caufe  of  liberty  fo 
well  againft  a  Perpetual  Dictator.  The  whigs  are 
unwilling  to  be  diftanc'd  this  way,  and  therefore 
defign  a  prefent  to  the  fame  Cato  very  fpecdily  j  in 

*  Himfelf. 

the 


FROM  SIR  W.  TRUMBULL.       157 

the  mean  time  they  are  getting  ready  as  good  a  fen- 
tence  as  the  former  on  their  fide  :  fo  betwixt  them, 
'tis  probable  that  Cato  (as  Dr.  Garth  exprefs'd  it) 
may  have  fomething  to  live  upon,  after  he  dies.  I 
am 

Your,  &c. 


LETTER    VI. 
From  Sir  WILLIAM  TRUMBULL. 

Eafthamftead,  Feb.  22,  1714-15. 

I  AM  fenfibly  oblig'd,  dear  Sir,  by  your  kind 
prefent  of  the  Temple  of  Fame,  into  which  you 
are  already  enter'd,  and  I  dare  prophecy  for  once 
(tho'  I  am  not  much  given  to  it)  that  you  will  con- 
tinue there,  with  thofe, 

IPko  ever  neio^  not  fiiljeft  to  decay 's, 

Spread  and  grow  brighter  with  the  length  of  Jays. 

There  was  nothingwanting  to  compleatyour  obliging 
remembrance  of  me,  but  your  accompanying  it  with 
your  poem  ;  your  long  abfence  being  much  the  fe- 
vereft  part  of  the  winter.  I  am  truly  forry  that  your 
time,  which  you  can  employ  fo  much  better,  fhould 
be  fpent  in  the  drudgery  of  correcting  the  printers ; 
for  as  to  what  you  have  done  yourfelf,  there  will 
nothing  of  that  nature  be  neceflary.  I  wifh  you 
could  find  a  few  minutes  leifure  to  let  me  hear  from 
you  fometimes,  and  to  acquaint  me  how  your  Ho- 
mer draws  on  towards  a  publication,  and  all  things 
relating  thereunto. 

I  intreat  you  to  return  my  humble  fervice  to  Mr, 
Jervas.     I  ftill  flatter  myfelf  that  he  will  take  an  op- 
portunity, in  a  proper  feafon,  to  fee  us,  and  review 
his  picture,  and  then  to  alter  feme  thing?;,  fo  as  to 
i  pleafe 
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pleafe  himfelf ;  which  I  know  will  not  be,  till  every 
thing  in  it  is  perfect ;  no  more  than  I  can  be,  till 
you  believe  me  to  be  with  that  fincerity  and  efteem, 
that  I  am  and  will  ever  continue,  your  moft  faithful 
friend. 


LETTER    VII. 

Dec.  16, 1715. 

IT  was  one  of  the  Enigma's  of  Pythagoras, 
"  When  the  winds  rife,  worfhip  the  Echo." 
A  modern  writer  explains  this  to  fignify,  "  When 
•'  popular  tumults  begin,  retire  to  folitudes,  or  fuch 
"  places  where  Echos  are  commonly  found,  rocks, 
"  woods,  &c."  I  am  rather  of  opinion  it  fhould  be 
interpreted,  "  When  rumours  increafe,  and  when 
*'  there  is  abundance  of  noife  and  clamour,  believe 
*'  the  fecond  report :"  This  I  think  agrees  more 
exactly  with  the  echo,  and  is  the  more  natural  ap- 
plication of  the  fymbol.  However  it  be,  either  of 
thcrfe  Precepts  is  extremely  proper  to  be  followed  at 
this  fcafon  ;  and  [  cannot  but  applaud  your  refolu- 
tion  of  continuing  in  what  you  call  your  cave  in  the 
forefr,  this  winter ;  and  preferring  the  noife  of  break- 
ing ice  to  that  of  breaking  ftatefmen,  tht^  rage  of 
ftorms  to  that  of  parties,  the  fury  and  ravage  of 
floods  and  tempefls,  to  the  precipitancy  of  fomc, 
and  the  ruin  of  others,  which,  I  fear,  will  be  our 
daily  profpecls  in  London. 

I  fmcerely  wifh  myfelf  with  you,  to  contemplate 
the  wonders  of  God  in  the  firmament,  rather  than 
the  madnefs  of  man  on  the  earth.  But  I  never  had 
fo  much  caufe  as  now  to  complain  of  my  poetical 
ftar,  that  fixes  me,  at  this  tumultuous  time,  to  at- 
tend the  gingling  of  rhymes  and  the  meafuring  of 
fyllablcs  :  to  be  aimoft  the  only  trifler  in  the  nation; 
3  and 
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and  as  ridiculous  as  the  poet  in  Petronius,  who, 
while  all  the  reft  in  the  (hip  were  either  labouring  or 
praying  for  life,  was  fcratching  his  head  in  a  little 
room,  to  write  a  fine  defcription  of  the  tempeft. 

You  tell  me,  you  like  the  found  of  no  arms  but 
thofe  of  Achilles  :  for  my  part  I  like  them  as  littla 
as  any  other  arms.  I  lifted  myfelf  in  the  battles  of 
Homer,  and  I  am  no  fooner  in  war,  but,  like  moft 
other  folks,  I  wifh  myfelf  out  again. 

I  heartily  join  with  you  in  wifh  ing  Quiet  to  our 
native  country :  Quiet  in  the  ftate,  which,  like 
Charity  in  religion,  is  too  much  the  perfection  and 
happinefs  of  either,  to  be  broken  or  violated  on  any 
pretence  or  profpecl:  whatfoever.  Fire  and  fword, 
and  fire  and  faggot,  are  equally  my  averfioa.  I  can 
pray  for  oppofite  parties,  and  for  oppofite  religions, 
with  great  fincerity.  I  think  to  be  a  lover  of  one's 
country  is  a  glorious  elogy,  but  I  do  not  think  it  fo 
great  an  one  as  to  be  a  lover  of  mankind. 

I  fometimes  celebrate  you  under  thefe  denomina- 
tions, and  join  your  health  with  that  of  the  whole 
World  ;  a  truly  catholic  health,  which  far  excels  th« 
poor  narrow-fpirited,  ridiculous  healths  now  in  fa- 
ihion,  to  this  church,  or  that  church.  Whatever 
our  teachers  may  f^y,  they  muft  give  us  leave  at  leaft 
to  wifh  generoufly.  Thefe,  dear  Sir,  are  my  gene- 
ral difpofitions ;  but  whenever  I  pray  or  wi{h  for  par- 
ticulars, you  are  one  of  the  firft  in  the  thoughts  and 
affections  of 

Your,  £c. 


L  E  T- 
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LETTER    VIII. 
From  Sir  WILLIAM  TRUMBULL. 

Jan.  19,   1715-16. 

I  Should  be  afham'd  of  my  long  idlencfs,  in  not 
acknowledging  your  kind  advice  about  Echo, 
and  your  moft  ingenious  explanation  of  it  relating 
to  popular  tumults  ;  which  I  own  to  be  very  ufeful ; 
and  yet  give  me  leave  to  tell  you,  that  I  keep  myfelf 
to  a  fhorter  receipt  of  the  fame  Pythagoras,  which 
is  Silence  ;  and  this  I  fhall  obferve,  if  not  the  whole 
time  of  his  difcipline,  yet  at  leaft  till  your  return  in- 
to this  country.  I  am  obliged  further  to  this  me- 
thod, by  the  moft  fevere  weather  I  ever  felt;  when, 
tho'  I  keep  as  near  by  the  fire  fide  as  may  be,  yet 
gclldus  concrevit  frlgore  fanguls  ;  and  often  I  appre- 
hend the  circulation  of  the  blood  begins  to  be  ftop'd. 
I  have  further  great  lofles  (to  a  poor  farmer)  of  my 
poor  oxen  — Inter  cunt  pecudes,Jlant  circumfufa  pruinis 
Corpora  magna  bourn,  &c. 

Pray  comfort  me,  if  you  can,  by  telling  me  that 
your  fecond  volume  of  Homer  is  not  frozen ;  for  it 
muft  be  exprefs'd  very  poetically,  to  fay  now,  that 
the  prefles  fweat. 

I  cannot  forbear  to  add  a  piece  of  artifice  I  have 
been  guilty  of,  on  occafion  of  my  being  obliged  to 
congratulate  the  birth-day  of  a  friend  of  mine: 
when  finding.  I  had  no  materials  of  my  own,  I  very 
frankly  fent  him  your  imitation  of  Martial's  epigram 
on  Antoniui  Primus  *.  This  has  been  applauded  fo 

*  Jam  Kumerat  placiJo  fclix  Atitonius  <evo,  &c. 

At  length  my  Friend  (while  Time  with  flill  career 
Wafts  on  his  gentle  wing  his  eightieth  year) 
See>  his  paft  days  fafe  out  of  Fortune's  pow'r, 
Nor  dreads  approaching  Fate's  uncertain  hour; 

much, 
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much,  that  I  am  in  danger  of  commencing  Poet, 
perhaps  laureat,  (pray  defire  my  good  friend  Mr. 
Rowe  to  enter  a  caveat)  provided  you  will  further 
increafe  my  ftock  in  this  bank.  .  In  which  proceed- 
ing I  have  laid  the  foundation  of  my  eftate,  and  as 
honeftly,  as  many  others  have  begun  theirs.  But  now 
being  a  little  tender,  as  young  beginners  often  are,  I 
offer  to  you  (for  I  have  conceal'd  the  true  author) 
whether  you  will  give  me  orders  to  declare  who  is 
the  father  of  this  fine  child  or  not  ?  Whatever  you 
determine,  my  fingers,  pen,  and  ink  are  fo  frozen, 
that  I  cannot  thank  you  more  at  large,  You  will 
forgive  this  and  all  other  faults  of,  Dear  Sir, 

Your,  &c. 

Reviews  his  life,  and  in  the  ftrift  furvey  } 

Finds  not  one  moment  he  could  wifh  away,  > 

Pleas'd  with  the  feries  of  each  happy  day.  \ 

Such,  fuch  a  man  extends  his  life's  fliort  fpace, 
And  from  the  goal  again  renews  the  race  : 
For  he  lives  twice,  who  can  at  once  employ 
The  prefent  well,  and  ev'n  the  paft  enjoy. 
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LETTER    I. 
To  the  Hon.  J.  C.  Efq. 

June  15, 1711. 

ISend  you  Dennis's  remarks  on  the  *  EfTay  j 
which  equally  abound  in  juft  criticifms  and  fine 
railleries.  The  few  obfervations  in  my  hand  in 
the  margins,  are  what  a  morning's  leifure  permitted 
me  to  make  purely  for  your  perufal.  For  I  am  of 
opinion  that  fuch  a  critic,  as  you  will  find  him  by 
the  latter  part  of  his  Book,  is  but  one  way  to  be 
properly  anfwer'd,  and  that  way  I  would  not  take 
after  what  he  informs  me  in  his  preface,  that  he  is 
at  this  time  perfecuted  by  fortune.  This  I  knew 
not  before  ;  if  I  had,  his  name  had  been  fpared  in 
the  Eflay,  for  that  only  reafon.  I  can't  conceive 
what  ground  he  has  for  fo  exceflive  a  refentment  j  nor 
imagine  how  thofe  f  three  lines  can  be  called  a  re- 

*  On  Criticifm. 

f  But  Appius  reddens  at  each  word  you  fpeak, 
And  ftares  tremendous  with  a  threat'ning  eye, 
Like  fomc  fierce  tyrant  in  old  tapeftry. 

flexion 
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flection  on  his  perfon,  which  only  defcribe  him  fub- 
ject  a  litde  to  anger  on  fome  occafions.  I  have  heard 
of  combatants  fo  very  furious,  as  to  fall  down  them- 
felves  with  that  very  blow  which  they  defign'd  to  lay 
heavy  on  their  antagonifts.  But  if  Mr.  Dennis's 
rage  proceeds  only  from  a  zeal  to  difcourage  young 
and  unexperienced  writers  from  fcribling,  he  fhould 
frighten  us  with  his  verfe,  not  profe :  for  I  have  often 
known,  that,  when  all  the  precepts  in  the  world 
would  not  reclaim  a  finner,  fome  very  fad  ex- 
ample has  done  the  bufmefs.  Yet  to  give  this  man 
his  due,  he  has  objected  to  one  or  two  lines  with 
reafon,  and  I  will  alter  them  in  cafe  of  another  edi- 
tion ;  1  will  make  my  enemy  do  me  a  kindnefs  where 
he  meant  an  injury,  and  fo  ferve  inftead  of  a 
friend.  What  he  obferves  at  the  bottom  of  page 
20  of  his  reflections,  was  objected  to  by  yourfelf, 
and  had  been  mended  but  for  the  hafte  of  the  prefs  : 
I  confefs  it  what  the  Englifh  call  a  Bull,  in  the  ex- 
preffion,  tho'  the  fenfe  be  manifeft  enough :  Mr. 
Dennis's  Bulls  are  feldom  in  the  expreffion,  they  are 
generally  in  the  fenfe. 

I  fhall  certainly  never  make  the  lead  reply  to  him  ; 
not  only  becaufe  you  advife  me,  but  becaufe  I  have 
ever  been  of  opinion,  that,  if  a  book  can't  anfwer 
for  itfelf  to  the  public,  'tis  to  no  fort  of  purpofe  for 
its  author  to  do  it  *.  If  I  am  wrong  in  any  fenti- 
ment  of  that  Efiay,  I  proteft  fmcerely,  I  don't  de- 
fire  all  the  world  mould  be  deceived  (which  would 
be  of  very  ill  ccnfequence)  merely  that  I  myfelf  may 
be  thought  right  (which  is  of  very  litde  confequence.) 

*  In  works  of  Poetry,  and  generally,  in  whatever  con- 
cerns the  Compofition  of  a  book,  this  rule  is  a  very  good 
one.  In  controverted  Opinions  the  cafe  is  different.  The 
advancement  of  truth,  or  the  defence  of  an  Author's 
honeft  fame,  may  fometimes  make  it  neceflary,  or  ex- 
pedient for  him  to  anfwer  the  Objcftions  made  to  his 
book. 

M  2  I  would 
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I  would  be  the  firft  to  recant,  for  the  benefit  of 
others,  and  the  glory  of  myfelf ;  for  (as  I  take  it) 
when  a  man  owns  himfelf  to  be  in  an  error,  he 
does  but  tell  you  in  other  words,  that  he  is  wifer 
than  he  was.  But  I  have  had  an  advantage  by  the 
publifhing  that  book,  which  otherwife  I  mould  ne- 
ver have  known  j  it  has  been  the  occafion  of  making 
me  friends  and  open  abettors,  of  feveral  gentlemen 
of  known  fenfe  and  wit;  and  of  proving  to  me 
what  I  have  till  now  doubted,  that  my  writings  are 
taken  fome  notice  of  by  the  world,  or  I  mould  never 
be  attacked  thus  in  particular.  I  have  read  that  'twas 
a  cuftom  among  the  Romans,  while  a  General  rode 
in  triumph,  to  have  the  common  foldiers  in  the 
ftreets  that  railed  at  him  and  reproached  him ;  to 
put  him  in  mind,  that  tho'  his  fervices  were  in  the 
main  approved  and  rewarded,  yet  he  had  faults 
enough  to  keep  him  humble. 

You  will  fee  by  this,  that  whoever  fets  up  for  wit 
in  thefe  days  ought  to  have  the  conftancy  of  a  primi- 
tive Chriftian,  and  be  prepared  to  fuffer  martyrdom 
in  the  caufe  of  it.  But  fure  this  is  the  firft  time  that 
a  Wit  was  attacked  for  his  Religion,  as,  you'll  find, 
I  am  moft  zealoufly  in  this  trcatife  j  and  you  know, 
Sir,  what  alarms  I  have  had  from  the  *  oppofitefidt 
on  this  account.  Have  I  notreafon  to  cry  out  with 
the  poor  fellow  in  Virgil* 

§>uidjam  mlfero  mlhi  denique  reflat  ? 
Cui  neque  apudDznzos  ufquam  locus,  etfuper  ipji 
Dardanidae  infenfi  pcenas  cum  fanguine  pofcunt  ! 

'Tis  however  my  happinefs  that  you,  Sir,  are  im- 
partial, 

Jove  was  alike  to  Latian  and  to  Phrygian, 
For  you  well  know,  that  Wifs  of  m  Religion. 

•  See  the  enfuing  Letter. 
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The  manner  in  which  Mr.  D.  takes  to  pieces  fe- 
veral  particular  lines,  detached  from  their  natural 
places,  may  fliew  how  eafy  it  is  to  a  caviller  to  give 
a  new  fenfe,  or  a  new  nonfenfe  to  any  thing.  And 
indeed  his  conftruclions  are  not  more  wrefted  from 
the  genuine  meaning,  than  theirs  who  objected  to 
th«  hetorodox  parts,  as  they  called  them. 

Our  friend  the  Abbe  is  not  of  that  fort,  who  with 
the  utmoft  candour  and  freedom  has  modeftly  told 
me  what  others  thought,  and  {hewn  himfelf  one  (as 
he  very  well  exprefles  it)  rather  of  a  number  than  a 
party.  The  only  difference  between  us  in  relation 
to  the  Monks,  is,  that  he  thinks  moft  forts  of  learn- 
ing flouriflied  among  them,  and  I  am  of  opinion, 
that  only  fome  fort  of  learning  was  barely  kept  alive 
by  them :  he  believes  that  in  the  moft  natural  and 
obvious  fenfe,  that  line  (A  fecond  deluge  learning 
over-run)  will  be  underftood  of  learning  in  general; 
and  I  fancy  'twill  be  underftood  only  (as  'tis  meant) 
of  polite  learning,  criticifm,  poetry,  &c.  which  is 
the  only  learning  concerned  in  the  fubject  of  the 
EfTay.  It  is  true,  that  the  monks  did  preferve  what 
learning  there  was,  about  Nicholas  the  fifth's  time; 
but  thofe  who  fucceeded  fell  into  the  depth  of  bar- 
barifm,  or  at  leaft  ftood  at  a  ftay  while  others  arofe 
from  thence,  infomuch  that  even  Erafmus  and 
Reuchlin  could  hardly  laugh  them  out  of  it.  I  am 
highly  obliged  to  the  Abbe's  zeal  in  my  commenda- 
tion, and  goodnefs  in  not  concealing  what  he  thinks 
my  error.  And  his  teftifying  fome  efteem  for  the 
book  juft  at  a  time  when  his  brethren  rais'd  a  cla- 
mour againft  it,  is  an  inftance  of  great  generofity 
and  candour,  which  I  fhall  ever  acknowledge. 

Your,  &c. 


M  3  LET- 
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LETTER    H. 
To  the  fame. 

JuneiS,  1711. 

IN  your  laft  you  informed  me  of  the  miftaken 
zeal  of  fome  people,  who  feem  to  make  it  no  lefs 
their  bufinefs  to  perfuade  men  they  are  erroneous, 
than  doctors  do  that  they  are  fipk  ;  only  that  they 
may  magnify  their  own  cure,  and  triumph  over  an 
imaginary  diftemper.  The  fimile  objected  to  in  my 


(Thus  w/V,  like  faith,  by  each  man  is  apply  'd 
To  onefmaKfeftt  and  all  are  damrfd  befide.) 

plainly  concludes  at  this  fecond  line,  where  ftands 
a  full  flop  :  and  what  follows  (Meanly  theyfeek,  &c.) 
fpeaks  only  of  wit  (which  is  meant  by  that  blefling, 
and  that  fun)  for  how  can  the  fun  of  faith  be  faid 
to  fublime  the  fouthern  wits,  and  to  ripen  the  ge- 
nius's of  northern  climates  ?  I  fear,  thefe  gentlemen 
underftand  grammar  as  little  as  they  do  criticifm  : 
and,  perhaps,  out  of  good  nature  to  the  monks,  are 
willing  to  take  from  them  the  cenfure  of  ignorance, 
and  to  have  it  to  themfelves.  The  word  they  refers 
(as,  I  am  fure,  I  meant,  and  as  I  thought  every  one 
muft  have  know/.)  to  thofe  Critics  there  fpoken  of, 
who  are  partial  to  fome  particular  fctt  of  writers,  to 
the  prejudice  of  all  others.  And  the  very  fimile  itfelf, 
if  twice  read,  may  convince  them,  that  the  cenfure 
here  of  damning,  lies  not  on  our  church  at  all,  un- 
lefs  they  call  our  church  onefmattfeft  :  and  the  cau- 
tious words  (by  each  man)  manifeftly  fhow  it  a  gene- 
ral reflection  on  all  fuch  (whoever  they  are)  who 
entertain  thofe  narrow  and  limited  notions  of  the 
mercy  of  the  Almighty;  which  the  reformed  minif- 

ters 
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ters  and  prefbyteriam  are  as  guilty  of  as  any  people 
living. 

Yet  after  all,  I  promife  you,  Sir,  if  the  alteration 
of  a  word  or  two  will  gratify  any  man  of  found 
faith  tho'  weak  underftanding,  I  will  (though  it  were 
from  no  other  principle  than  that  of  common  good- 
nature) comply  with  it.  And  if  you  pleafe  but  to 
particularize  the  fpot  where  their  objection  lies  (for 
it  is  in  a  very  narrow  compafs)  that  ftumbling-block, 
tho'  it  be  but  a  little  pebble,  fhall  be  removed  out 
of  their  way.  If  the  heat  of  thefe  good  difputants 
(who,  I  am  afraid,  being  bred  up  to  wrangle  in  the 
fchools,  cannot  get  rid  of  the  humour  all  their  lives) 
ihould  proceed  fo  far  as  to  perfonal  reflexions  upon 
me,  I  allure  you,  notwithftanding,  I  will  do  or  fay 
nothing,  however  provok'd  (for  fome  people  can  no 
more  provoke  than  oblige)  that  is  unbecoming  the 
true  character  of  a  Catholic.  I  will  fet  before  me 
the  example  of  that  great  man,  and  great  faint,  Eraf- 
mus ;  who  in  the  midft  of  calumny  proceeded  with 
all  the  calmnefs  of  innocence  *,  and  the  unreveng- 
ing  fpirit  of  primitive  chriftianity.  However,  I 
would  advife  them  to  fuffer  the  mention  of  him  to 
pafs  unregarded,  left  I  mould  be  forced  to  do  that 
for  his  reputation  which  I  would  never  do  for  my 
own  ;  I  mean,  to  vindicate  fo  great  a  light  of  our 
church  from  the  malice  of  paft  times,  and  the  igno- 
rance, of  the  prefent,  in  a  language  which  may  ex- 
tend farmer  than  that  in  which  the  trifle  about  cri- 
ticifm  is  written.  I  wifli  thefe  gentlemen  would  be 
contented  with  finding  fault  with  me  only,  who  will 
fubmit  to  them  right  or  wrong,  as  far  as  I  only  am 
concerned  ;  I  have  a  greater  regard  to  the  quiet  of 
mankind  than  to  difturb  it  for  things  of  fo  little  con- 
fequence  as  my  credit  and  my  fenfe.  A  little  hu- 

*  I  doubt  this  is  not  ftriftly  true.    Sec  his  Anfwers  to 
Lee,  archbifhop  of  York. 

M  4  mility 
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mility  can  do  a  poet  no  hurt,  and  a  little  charity- 
would  do  a  prieft  none  :  fop,  as  St.  Auftin  finely 
fays,  Ubi  cbaritas,  ibi  bwnilitas  \  ubi  bumlitas,  ibl 
fax, 

•  Your,  &c. 


LETTER    III. 
To  the  fame. 

July  19,  1711. 

THE  concern  which  you  more  than  feem  to 
be  affe£ted  with  for  my  reputation,  by  the  fe- 
veral  accounts  you  have  fo  obligingly  given  of  what 
reports  and  cenfures  the  holy  V  andals  have  thought 
fit  to  pafs  upon  me,  makes  me  defirous  of  telling  fo. 
good  a  friend  my  whole  thoughts  of  this  matter  ;  and 
of  felting  before  you,  in  a  clear  light,  the  true  flate 
of  it. 

I  have  ever  believed  the  beft  piece  of  fervice  one 
could  do  to  our  religion,  was  openly  to  exprefs  our 
deteftation  and  fcorn  of  all  thofe  mean  artifices  and 
pits  fraudes,  which  it  ftands  fo  little  in  need  of,  and 
-which  have  laid  it  under  fo  great  a  fcandal  among 
its  enemies. 

Nothing  has  been  fo  much  a  fcarecrow  to  them, 
as  that  too  peremptory  and  uncharitable  ailcrtion  of 
an  utter  impoiTibility  of  falvation  to  all  but  ourfelves : 
invincible  ignorance  excepted,  which  indeed  fome 
people  define  under  fo  great  limitations,  and  with 
fuch  exclufions,  that  it  feems  as  if  that  word  were 
rather  invented  as  a  falvo,  or  expedient,  not  to  be 
thought  too  bold  with  the  thunder-bolts  of  God 
(which  are  hurled  about  fo  freely  on  almoft  all  man- 
kind by  the  hands  of  ecclefiaftics)  than  as  a  real  ex- 
ception to  almoft  univerfal  damnation.  For  befides 
the  fmall  number  of  the  truly  faithful  in  our  Church, 

we 
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we  muft  again  fubdivide  ;  the  Janfcnift  is  damn'd  by 
the  Jefuit,  the  Jefuit  by  the  Janfenift,  the  Scotift  by 
the  Thomift,  and  fo  forth. 

There  may  be  Errors,  I  grant,  but  I  can't  think 
them  of  fuch  confequence  as  to  deftrqy  utterly  the 
charity  of  mankind ;  the  very  greateft  bond  in  which 
we  are  ingaged  by  God  to  one  another  :  therefore, 
I  own  to  you,  I  was  glad  of  any  opportunity  to  ex- 
prefs  my  diflike  of  fo  fhocking  a  fentiment  as  thofe 
of  the  religion  I  profefs  are  commonly  charged  with ; 
and  I  hoped,  a  flight  infmuation,  introduced  foeafily 
by  a  cafual  fimilitude  only,  could  never  have  given 
offence  ;  but  on  the  contrary  muft  needs  have  done 
good  ;  in  a  nation  and  time,  wherein  we  are  the 
fmaller  party,  and  confequently  mod  mifreprcfented, 
and  moft  in  need  of  vindication. 

For  the  fame  reafon,  I  took  occafion  to  mention 
the  fuperftition  of  fome  ages  after  the  fubverfion  of 
the  Roman  Empire,  which  is  too  manifcft  a  truth 
to  be  denied,  and  does  in  no  fort  reflect  upon  the 
prefent  profeflbrs  of  our  faith,  who  are  free  from  it. 
Our  filence  in  thefe  points  may,  with  fome  reafon, 
make  our  adverfaries  think  we  allow  and  pcrfift  in 
thofe  bigotries ;  which  yet  in  reality  all  good  and 
fenfible  men  defpife,  tho'  they  are  perfuaded  not  to 
fpeak  againft  them,  I  can't  tell  why,  fmce  now  'tis 
no  way  the  intereft  even  of  the  worft  of  our  prieft- 
hood  (as  it  might  have  been  then)  to  have  them 
fmothered  in  filence :  For,  as  the  cppofite  feels  arc 
now  prevailing,  'tis  too  late  to  hinder  our  church 
from  being  flander'd ;  'tis  our  bufinefs  now  to  vin- 
dicate ourfelves  from  being  thought  abettors  of  what 
they  charge  us  with.  This  can't  fo  well  be  brought 
about  with  ferious  faces  ;  we  muft  laugh  with  them 
at  what  deferves  it,  or  be  content  to  be  laughed  at, 
with  fuch  as  deferve  it. 

As  to  particulars :  you  cannot  but  have  obferved, 
th^t  iit  firft  the  whole  objection  againft  the  fimile  of 

Wit 
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Wit  and  Faith  lay  to  the  word  They :  when  that 
was  beyond  contradiction  removed  (the  very  gram- 
mar ferving  to  confute  them)  then  the  objection  was 
agamil  the  fimile  itfelf ;  or  it"  that  fimile  will  not  be 
objected  to  (fenfe  and  common  reafon  being  indeed 
a  little  ftubhorn,  and  not  apt  to  give  way  to  every 
body)  next  the  mention  of  Superftition  muft  become 
a  crime  ;  as  if  Religion  and  {he  were  fitters,  or  that 
it  were  fcandal  upon  the  family  of  Chrift,  to  fay  a 
word  againft  the  devil's  baftard.  Afterwards,  more 
mifchief  is  difcover'd  in  a  place  that  fcemed  inno- 
cent at  firft,  the  two  lines  about  Schifmatics.  An 
ordinary  man  would  imagine  the  author  plainly  de- 
clared againft  thofe  fchifmatics,  for  quitting  the  true 
faith  out  of  a  contempt  of  the  underftanding  of 
fome  few  of  its  believers :  but  thefe  believers  are 
called  dull)  and  becaufe  I  fay  that  thofe  fchifmatics 
think  fome  believers  dull,  therefore  thefe  charitable 
interpreters  of  my  meaning  will  have  it,  that  I  think 
all  believers  dull.  I  was  lately  telling  Mr.  **  thefe 
objections  :  who  aflured  me  I  had  faid  nothing  which 
a  catholic  need  to  difown  ;  and  I  have  caufe  to  know 
that  gentleman's  fault  (if  he  has  any)  is  not  want 
of  zeal :  He  put  a  notion  into  my  head,  which,  I 
confefs,  I  can't  but  acquiefce  in  ;  that  when  a  fett  of 
people  are  piqued  at  any  truth  which  they  think  to 
their  own  difadvantage,  their  method  of  revenge  on 
the  truth-fpeaker  is  to  attack  his  reputation  a  by- 
way, and  not  openly  to  object  to  the  place  they  are 
really  galled  by:  what  thefe  therefore  (in  his  opinion) 
are  in  earncft  angry  at,  is,  that  Erafmu?,  whom  their 
tribe  opprefTed  and  pcrfecuted,  fhould  be  vindicated 
after  an  age  of  obloquy  by  one  of  their  own  people, 
willing  to  utter  an  honeft  truth  in  behalf  of  the 
dead,  whom  no  man  fure  will  flatter,  and  to  whom 
few  will  do  juftice.  Others,  you  know,  were  as 
angry  that  I  mentioned  Mr.  Walfh  with  honour  ; 
who  as  he  never  refufed  to  any  one  of  merit  of  any 

party 
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party  the  praife  due  to  him,  fo  honefHy  deferred  it 
from  all  others,  tho'  of  ever  fo  different  interefts 
or  fentiments.  May  I  be  ever  guilty  of  this  fort  of 
liberty,  and  latitude  of  principle !  which  gives  us  the 
hardinefs  of  fpeaking  well  of  thofe  whom  envy  op- 
prefles  even  after  death.  As  I  would  always  fpeak 
well  of  my  living  friends  when  they  are  abfent,  nay 
becaufe  they  are  abfent,  fo  would  I  much  more  of 
the  dead,  in  that  eternal  abfence  j  and  the  rather  be- 
caufe I  expect  no  thanks  for  it. 

Thus,  Sir,  you  fee  I  do  in  my  conference  perfift 
in  what  I  have  written  ;  yet  in  my  friendship  I  will 
recant  and  alter  whatever  you  pleafe,  in  cafe  of  a 
fecond  edition  (which  I  think  the  book  will  not  fo 
foon  arrive  at,  for  Tonfon's  printer  told  me  he  drew 
off  a  thoufand  copies  in  this  firft  impreflion,  and,  I 
fancy,  a  treatife  of  this  nature,  which  not  one  een- 
tleman  in  threefcore  even  of  a  liberal  education  can 
underftand,  can  hardly  exceed  the  vent  of  that  num- 
ber.) You  fhall  find  me  a  true  Trojan  in  my  faith 
and  friendfhip,  in  both  which  I  will'perfeverc  to  the 
end 

Your,  &c. 


LETTER    IV. 
To  my  Lord  LAN  so  OWN. 


I 


Binfield,  Jan.  10,  1712. 

Thank  you  for  having  given  my  poem  of  Wind- 
for  foreft  its  greateft  ornament,  that  of  bearing 
your  name  in  the  front  of  it.  'Tis  one  thing  when 
aperfon  of  true  merit  permits  us  to  have  the  honour 
of  drawing  him  as  like  as  we  can  ;  and  another, 
when  we  make  a  fine  thing  at  random,  and  perfuade 
the  next  vain  creature  we  can  find  that  'tis  his  own 

likenefs ; 
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likenefs  ;  which  is  the  cafe  every  day  of  my  felloW 
fcriblers.  Yet,  my  Lord,  this  honour  has  given  me 
no  more  pride  than  your  honours  have  given  you; 
but  it  affords  me  a  great  deal  of  pleafure,  which  is 
much  better  than  a  great  deal  of  pride;  and  it  indeed 
would  give  me  fome  pain,  if  I  was  not  fure  of  one 
advantage  ;  that  whereas  others  are  offended  if  they 
have  not  more  than  juftice  done  them,  you  would  be 
difpleafed  if  you  had  fo  much  :  therefore  I  may  fafe- 
ly  do  you  as  much  injury  in  my  word,  as  you  do 
yourfdf  in  your  own  thoughts.  I  am  fo  vain  as  to 
think  I  have  ftiewn  you  a  favour,  in  fparing  your 
modefty,  and  you  cannot  but  make  me  fome  return 
for  prejudicing  the  truth  to  gratify  you  :  This  I  beg 
may  be  the  free  corredioi-fof  thefe  verfes,  which 
will  have  few  beauties,  but  what  may  be  made  by 
your  blots.  I  am  in  the  circumftance  of  an  ordinary 
painter  drawing  Sir  Godfrey  Kneller,  who  by  a  few 
touches  of  his  own  could  make  the  piece  very  va- 
luable, I  might  then  hope,  that  many  years  hence 
the  world  might  read,  in  conjunction  with  your  name, 
that  of 

Your  Lordfhip's,  &c. 


LETTER    V. 
The  Hen.  J.  C.  to  Mr.  POPE. 

May  23,  1712. 

I  AM  very  glad  for  the  fake  of  the  widow,  and 
for  the  credit  of  the  deccafed,  that  *  Betterton's 
remains  are  fallen  into  fuch  hands  as  may  render  them 
reputable  to  the  one,  and  beneficial  to   the  other. 

\ 

*  A  Translation  of  fome  part  of  Chaucer's  Canterbury 
Tales,  the  Prologues,  &c.  printed  in  a  Mifccllany  with 
fome  works  of  Mr.  Pope,  in  2  Vol.  iz°  by  B.  Lintot.  P. 

Befidcs 
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Befides  the  public  acquaintance  I  long  had  with  that 
poor  man,  I  alfo  had  a  (lender  knowledge  of  his 
parts  and  capacity  by  private  converfation,  and  ever 
thought  it  pity  he  was  neceflitated  by  the  ftraitnefs 
of  his  fortune,  to  act  (and  especially  to  his  lateft 
hours)  an  imaginary  and  fictitious  part,  who  was 
capable  of  exhibiting  a  real  one,  with  credit  to  him- 
felf,  and  advantage  to  his  neighbour. 

I  hope  your  health  permitted  you  to  execute  your 
defign  of  giving  us  an  imitation  of  Pollio  j  I  am  fa- 
tisfied  'twill  be  doubly  divine,  and  I  fhall  long  to 
fee  it.  I  ever  thought  church-mufic  the  mod  ravifh- 
ing  of  all  harmonious  compofitions,  and  muft  alfo 
believe  facred  fubjedts,  well  handled,  the  moft  in- 
fpiring  of  all  poetry. 

But  where  hangs  the  Lock  now  ?  (tho5  I  know, 
that  rather  than  draw  any  juft  reflection  upon  your- 
felf  of  the  leaft  fhadow  of  ill-nature,  you  would 
freely  have  fupprefs'd  one  of  the  beft  of  poems.)  I 
hear  no  more  of  it — will  it  come  out  in  Lintot's 
Mifcellany  or  not  ?  I  wrote  to  Lord  Petreupon  the 
fubject  of  the  Lock,  fome  time  fmce,  but  have  as 
yet  had  no  anfwer,  nor  indeed  do  I  know  when  he'll 
be  in  London.  I  have,  fmce  I  faw  you,  correfpond- 
ed  with  Mrs.  W.  J  hope  me  is  now  with  her  Aunt, 
and  that  her  journey  thither  was  fomething  facili- 
tated by  my  writing  to  that  lady  as  preflingly  as  pof- 
fiblc,  not  to  let  any  thing  whatever  obftruct  it.  I 
fent  her  obliging  anfwer  to  the  party  it  moft  con- 
cern'd  ;  and  when  I  hear  Mrs.  "W .  is  certainly  there, 
I  will  write  again  to  my  Lady,  to  urge  as  much  as 
poflible  the  effecting  the  only  thing  that  in  my 
opinion  can  make  her  niece  eafy.  I  have  run  out 
my  extent  of  paper,  and  am 

Your,  &c. 


LET 
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LETTER    VI. 

The  Anfwer. 

May  28,  1712. 

IT  is  not  only  the  difpofition  I  always  have  of 
converting  with  you,  that  makes  me  fo  fpeedily 
anfwer  your  obliging  letter,  but  the  apprehenfion 
left  your  charitable  intent  of  writing  to  my  lady  A. 
on  Mrs.  W.'s  affair  fhould  be  fruflrated,  by  the  mort 
ftay  fhe  makes  there.     She  went  thither  on  the  25th 
with  that  mixture  of  expe&ation  and  anxiety,  with 
which  people  ufually  go  into  unknown  or  half-dif- 
cover'd  countries,  utterly  ignorant  of  the  difpofitions 
of  the  inhabitants,  and  the  treatment  they  are  to 
meet  with.     The  unfortunate  of  all  people  are  the 
moft  unfit  to  be  left  alone  ;   yet,  we  fee,  the  world 
generally  takes  care  they  {hall  be  fo ;  whereas,  if 
we  took  a  confiderate   profpecl  of  the  world,  the 
bufinefs  and  ftudy  of  the  happy  and  eafy  mould  be 
to  divert  and  humour,  as  well  as  comfort  and  pity, 
the  diftrefled.     I  cannot  therefore  excufe  fome  near 
Allies  of  mine  for  their  conduct  of  late  towards  this 
lady,  which  has  given  me  a  great  deal  of  anger  as 
well  as  forrow :    all  I  mall  fay  to  you  of  them  at 
prefent  is,  that  they  have  not  been  my  Relations 
thefe  two  months.     The  confent  of  opinions  in  our 
minds,  is  certainly  a  nearer  tye  than  can  be  con- 
tracted by  all  the  blood  in  our  bodies  ;  and  I  am 
proud  of  finding  I  have  fome  thing  congenial  with 
you.     Will  you  permit  me  to  confefs  to  you,  that 
all  the  favours  and  kind  offices  you  have  fhewn  to- 
wards me,  have  not  fo  ftrongly  cemented  me  yours, 
as  the  difcovery  of  that  generous  and  manly  com- 
paflion  you  manifefted  in  the  cafe  of  this  unhappy 
lady  ?  I  am  afraid  to  infmuate  to  you  how  much  I 

cfteern 
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efteem  you  :  Flatterers  have  taken  up  the  ftyle  which 
was  once  peculiar  to  friends,  and  an  honeft  man  has 
now  no  way  left  to  exprefs  himfelf  befides  the  com- 
mon one  of  knaves  :  fo  that  true  friends  now-a-days 
differ  in  their  addrefs  from  flatterers,  much  as  right 
maftiffs  do  from  fpaniels,  and  mow  themfelves  by  a 
dumb  furly  fort  of  fidelity,  rather  than  by  a  com- 
plaifant  and  open  kindnefs. — Will  you  never  leave 
commending  my  poetry  ?  In  fair  truth,  Sir,  I  like  it 
but  too  well  myfelf  already :  expofe  me  no  more,  I 
beg  you,  to  the  great  danger  of  Vanity,  (the  rock 
of  all  men,  but  molt  of  young  men)  and  be  kindly 
content  for  the  future,  when  you  would  pleafe  me 
thoroughly,  to  fay  only  you  like  what  I  w;  ite. 

Yours,  &c. 


LETTER    VII. 

Dec.  5,  1712. 

YOU  have  at  length  complied  with  the  requeft 
I  have  often  made  you,  for  you  have  fhown 
me,  I  muft  confefs,  feveral  of  my  faults  in  the  fight 
of  thofe  letters.  Upon  a  review  of  them,  I  find 
many  things  that  would  give  me  fliame,  if  I  were 
not  more  defirous  to  be  thought  honeft  than  pru- 
dent ;  fo  many  things  freely  thrown  out,  fuch  lengths 
of  unreferved  friendfhip,  thoughts  juft  warm  from 
the  brain,  without  any  poliming  or  drcfs,  the  very 
difhabile  of  the  underftanding.  You  have  proved 
yourfelf  more  tender  of  another's  embryos  than  the 
fondeft  mothers  are  of  their  own,  for  you  have  pre- 
ferv'd  every  thing  that  I  mifcarried  of.  Since  I  know 
this,  I  mall  in  one  refpecl:  be  more  afraid  of  writing 
to  you  than  ever,  at  this  carelefs  rate,  becaufe  I  fee 
my  evil  works  may  again  rife  in  judgment  againft 
me;  yet  in  another  refpeft  I  (hall  be  lefs  afraid,  fince 
4  *>* 
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this  has  given  me  fuch  a  proof  of  the  extreme  in- 
dulgence you  afford  to  my  flighteft  thoughts.  The 
revifal  of  thefe  letters  has  been  a  kind  of  examina- 
tion of  confcience  to  me  ;  fo  fairly  and  faithfully 
have  I  let  down  in  them  from  time  to  time  the  true 
and  undifguifed  ftate  of  my  mind.  But  I  find,  that 
thefe,  which  were  intended  as  (ketches  of  my  friend- 
fhip,  give  as  imperfect  images  of  it,  as  the  little 
landicapes  we  commonly  fee  in  black  and  white  do 
of  a  beautiful  country  j  they  can  reprefent  but  a 
very  fmall  part  of  it,  and  that  deprived  of  the  life 
and  luilre  of  nature.  I  perceive  that  the  more  I  en- 
deavour'd  to  render  manifeft  the  real  affection  and 
value  I  ever  had  for  you,  I  did  but  injure  it  by  re- 
prefenting  lefs  and  lefs  of  it :  as  glafles  which  are 
defign'd  to  make  an  object:  very  clear,  generally  con- 
trad?  it.  Yet  as  when  people  have  aiiill  idea  of  a 
thing  firft  upon  their  own  knowledge,  the  leaft  tra- 
ces of  it  ferve  to  refrefh  the  remembrance,  and  are 
not  difpleafing  on  that  fcore;  fo,  I  hope,  the  fore- 
knowledge you  had  of  my  efteem  for  you,  is  the 
reafon  that  you  do  not  diflike  my  letters. 

They  will  not  be  of  any  great  fervice  (I  find)  in 
the  defign  I  mentioned  to  you  :  I  believe  I  had  bet- 
ter fteal  from  a  richer  man,  and  plunder  your  letters 
(which  I  have  kept  as  carefully  as  I  would  Letters 
Patents,  fince  they  intitle  me  to  what  I  more  value 
than  titles  of  honour.)  You  have  fome  caufe  to  ap- 
prehend this  ufage  from  me,  if  what  fome  fay  be 
true,  that  I  am  a  great  borrower  ;  however  I  have 
hitherto  had  the  luck  that  none  of  my  creditors  have 
challenged  me  for  it :  and  thofe  who  fay  it  are  fuch, 
whofe  writings  no  man  ever  borrow'd  from,  fo  have 
the  leafl  reafon  to  complain  ;  and  whofe  works  are 
granted  on  all  hands  to  be  but  too  much  their  own. 
Another  has  been  pleas'd  to  declare,  that  my  verfes 
are  corrected  by  other  men  :  I  verily  believe  .theirs 
were  never  corrected  by  any  man  :  but  indeed  if 

mine 
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mine  have  not,  'twas  not  my  fault ;  I  have  endea- 
vour'd  my  utmoft  that  they  fhould.  But  thefe  things 
are  only  whifper'd,  and  i  will  not  encroach  upon 
Bays's  province  and  pcn-wkifpers>  fo  haflen  to  con- 
clude, 

Your,  &c. 


LETTER     VIII. 
From  my  Lord  LANDSDOWN. 

Oc~t  21,  1713. 

I  AM  pleas'd  beyond  meafure  with  yourdefign  of 
tranfjatmg  Homer.  The  trials  which  you  hare 
already  made  and  publifheJ  on  feme  parts  of  that 
author,  have  fliewn  that  you  are  equal  to  fo  great  a 
tafk  :  and  you  may  therefore  depend  upon  the  ut- 
moft fervices  I  can  do  you  in  promoting  this  work, 
or  any  thing  that  may  be  for  your  fervice. 

I  hope  Mr.  Stafford,  for  whom  you  was  pleas'd  to 
concern  yourfelf,  has  had  the  good  effects  of  the 
Queen's  Grace  to  him.  I  had  not  ce  the  nig'it  he- 
fore  I  began  my  journey,  that  her  Maje  iy  had  not 
only  directed  his  pardon,  but  order 'd  a  Writ  for  re- 
verling  his  Outlawry. 

Your,  &c. 


VOL.  VIL  N  I  E 
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LETTER    IX. 
To  General  ANTHONY  HAMILTON  * 

Upon  his   having  tranflated  into  French  Vetfe  the  EJfay 
on  CriticiJ'm. 

oa.  10, 1713. 

IF  I  could  as  well  exprefs,  or  (if  you  will  allow 
me  to  fay  it)  tranflate  the  fentiments  of  my  heart 
as  you  have  done  thofe  of  my  head,  in  your  excel- 
lent verfion  of  my  Eflay  ;  I  mould  not  only  appear 
the  beft  writer  in  the  world,  but,  what  I  much  more 
defire  to  be  thought,  the  moft  your  fervant  of  any 
man  living.  'Tis  an  advantage  very  rarely  known, 
to  receive  at  once  a  great  honour  and  a  great  im- 
provement. This,  Sir,  you  have  afforded  me,  hav- 
ing at  the  fame  time  made  others  take  my  fenfe,  and 
taught  me  to  unclerftand  my  own  ;  if  I  may  call  that 
my  own  which  is  indeed  more  properly  yours.  Your 
verfes  are  no  more  a  tranflation  of  mine,  than  Vir- 
gil's are  of  Homer's  j  but  are,  like  his,  the  juftefl 
imitation  and  the  nobleft  Commentary. 

In  putting  me  into  a  French  drefs,  you  have  not 
only  adorned  my  outfide,  but  mended  my  (hape ; 
and,  if  I  am  now  a  good  figure,  I  muft  confider  you 
have  naturaliz'd  me  into  a  country  which  is  famous 
for  making  every  man  a  fine  gentleman.  It  is  by 
vour  means,  that  (contrary  to  moft  young  travellers) 
1  am  come  back  much  better  than  I  went  out. 

I  cannot  but  wifh  we  had  a  bill  of  commerce  for 

tranflation  eftabliflied  the  next  parliament ;  we  could 

»not  fail  of  being  gaiiiers  by  that,  nor  of  making 

ourfelves  amends  for  any  thing  we  have  loft  by  the 

*  Author  of  the  Memoirs  of  the  Count  tie  Gramtnonf, 
Contas,  and  other  pieces  of  note  in  French.  P. 

war. 
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war.  Nay,  tho'  we  mould  infift  upon  the  demolifii- 
ing  of  Boileau's  works,  the  French,  as  long  th'cy 
have  writers  of  your  form,  might  have  as  good  an 
equivalent. 

•Upon  the  whole,  I  am  really  as  proud,  as  our  mi- 
nifters  ought  to  be,  of  the  terms  I  have  gain'd  from 
abroad ;  and  I  defign,  like  them,  to  publifh  fpeedily 
to  the  world  the  benefits  accruing  from  them ;  for  I 
cannot  refift  the  temptation  of  printing  your  admir- 
able tranflation  here  * ;  to  which  if  yc-u  will  be  fo 
obliging  to  give  me  leave  to  prefix  your  name,  it  will 
be  the  only  addition  you  can  make  to  the  honour  al- 
ready done  me.  I  am, 

Your,  &c. 

*  This  was  never  done,  for  the  two  printed  French 
verfions  are  neither  of  this  hand.  The  one  was  done  by 
Monfieur  Roboton,  private  fecretary  to  king  George  the 
firft,  printed  in  quarto  at  A mrterdam,  and  at  London  1717. 
The  other  by  the  Abbe-Refnel,  in  o&avo,  with  a  large 
preface  and  notes,  at  Paris,  1-30.  P. 


N  *  LET- 


LETTERS 

TO     AND     FROM 

Mr.  STEELE,    Mr.  ADDISON, 
Mr.  CONGREVE,    etc. 

From  1712  to  1715. 

LETTER    I. 

Mr.  S  T  E  E  L  E  to  Mr.  Po  p  E. 
. 

June  I,  1712. 

1AM  at  a  folitucle,  auhoufe between  Hampftead 
and  London,  wherein  Sir  Charles  Sedley  die^. 
This  circumftance  fet  me  a  thinking  and  rumi- 
nating upon  the  employments  in  which  men  of  wit 
exercife  themfelves.     It  was  faid  of  Sir  Charles,  who 
breath'd  his  laft  in  this  room, 

Sedley  has  that  prevailing  gentle  art,  T 

JVhich  can  with  a  reftftlefs  charm  impart  > 

The  loofejl  tuijbes  to  the  cbajleji  heart ;  J 

Ratfefuch  a  conjUtt^  kitidle  fuch  a  fire 

"Between  declining  Virtue  and  Defire, 

Till  the  poor  vanquijh'd  Maid  d'ijjolves  away 

In  dreams  all  nig ht^  inftghs  and  tears  all  day. 

This  was  a  happy  talent  to  a  man  of  the  town,  but, 
I  dare  fay,  without  prefumlng  to  make  uncharitable 


FROM  MR.  STEELE.  181 

conje&ures  on  the  author's  prefent  condition,  he 
would  rather  have  had  it  faid  of  him  that  he  had 
pray'd, 

Ob  thou  my  voice  infplre^ 
Jf^ho  touch* d  Jfaiatis.  hallow  d  lips  with  fire  ! 

I  have  turn'd  to  every  verfe  and  chapter,  and  think 
you  have  preferv'd  'the  fublime  heavenly  fpirit 
throughout  the  whole,  efpecially  at  —  Hark  a  glad 
voice  —  and  —  The  lamb  with  wolves  Jhall  graze  — 
There  is  but  one  line  which  I  think  below  the  ori- 
ginal, 

He  wipes  tlyc  tears  for  ever  from  our  eyes. 

You  have  exprefs'd  it  with  a  good  and  pious,  but  not 
fo  exalted  and  poetical  a  fpirit  as  the  prophet,  The 
Lord  God  will  ^uipe  away  tears  from  off  all  faces.  If 
you  agree  with  me  in  this,  alter  it  by  way  o'f  para- 
ph rafe  or  other  wife*  that  when  it  comes  into  a  vo- 
lume it  may  be  amended.  Your  poem  is  already 
better  than  the  Pollio.  I  am 

Your,  &c. 


LETTER    II. 

The   Anfwer. 

June  18,  1712. 

YOU  have  oblig'd  me  with  a  very  kind  letter, 
by  which  I  find  you  mift  the  fcene  of  your 
life  from  the  town  to  the  country,  and  enjoy  that 
mix'd  ftate  which  wife  men  both  delight  in,  and  are 
qualified  for.     Methinks  the  moralilts  and  philofo- 
phers  have  generally  run  too  much   into  extremes 
in  commending  entirely  either  folitude,  or  public 
life.     In  the  former,  men  for  the  moft  part  grow 
ufej^fs  by  tog  much  reft,  and  in  the  latter  are  de. 
N  3  flroy'j 
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ftroy'd  by  too  much  precipitation  ;  as  waters  lying 
ftill,  putrify,  and  are  good  for  nothing,  and  running 
violently  on  do  but  the  more  mifchief  in  their  paf- 
fage  to  others,  and  are  fwallow'd  up  and  loft  the 
iboner  themfelves.  Thofe  indeed  who  can  be  ufe- 
ful  to  all  ftates,  {hould  be  like  gentle  ftreams,  that 
not  only  glide  thro'  lonely  valleys  and  forefts  amidft 
the  flocks  and  the  fhepherds,  but  vifit  populous  towns 
in  their  courfe,  and  are  at  once  of  ornament  and 
fervice  to  them.  But  there  are  another  fort  of  people 
who  feem  defign'd  for  folitude,  fuch,  I  mean,  as  have 
more  to  hide  than  to  fhow.  As  for  my  own  part,  I 
am  one  of  'thofe  of  whom  Seneca  fays,  Tarn  umbra- 
tiles  funt,  tit  puteut  in  turbido  ejje  quicquid  in  luce  eft. 
Some  men,  like  fome  pictures,  are  fitter  for  a  cor- 
ner than  a  full  light ;  and,  1  believe,  fuch  as  have  a 
natural  n\:nt  to  folitude  (to  carry  on  the  former  fimi- 
Irtude)  are  like  waters,  which  may  be  forced  into 
fountains,  and  exalted  into  a  great  height,  may  make 
a  noble  figure  and  a  louder  noife,  but  after  all  they 
would  run  more  fmoothly,  quietly,  and  plentifully,  in 
•  their  own  natural  courfe  upon  the  ground*.  Trie 
confideration  of  this  would  make  me  very  well  con- 
tented with  the  poflcflion  only  of  that  Quiet  which 
Cowley  calls  the  companion  of  Obfcurity.  But 
whoever  h  is  the  Mufes  too  ror  his  companions,  can 
never  be  idle  enough,  to  be  uneafy.  Thus,  Sir,  you 
fee,  I  would  flatter  myfelf  into  a  good  opinion  of  my 
own  way  of  living.  Plutarch  juft  now  told  me, 
that  'tis  in  human  life  as  in  a  game  at  tables,  where 
a  man  may  wim  for  the  higheft  caft,  but,  if  his 
chance  be  otherwife,  he  is  e'en  to  play  it  as  well  as 
he  can,  and  to  make  the  bed  of  it.  I  am,  Your,  &c. 

*  The  foregoing  Similitudes  our  Author  had  put  into 

nu  K'ius  before,  and  inserted  into  Mr.  Wycher- 

!i'/'s  poem  on  Mix  d  Life.     We  find  them  in  the  verfifi- 

,:ilina  from  the  reft  of  that  poem.     See  his 

rr.ous  works,  oftavo,  Page  3  and  4.  P. 

LET- 
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LETTER    III. 
To  Mr.  STEELE. 

July  15,  1712. 

YOU  formerly  obferv'd  to  me,  that  nothing 
made  a  more  ridiculous  figure  in  a  man's  life, 
than  the  difparity  we  often  find  in  him  fick  and  well : 
thus  one  of  an  unfortunate  conftitution  is  perpetually 
exhibiting  a  miferable  example  of  the  weaknefs  of 
his  mind,  and  of  his  body,  in  their  turns.  I  have 
had  frequent  opportunities  of  late  to  confider  myfelf 
in  thefe  different  views,  and,  I  hope,  have  receiv'd 
fome  advantage  by  it,  if  what  Waller  fays  be  true, 
that 

The  foul^s  dark  cottage,  batter* d  and  decay*  &, 
Lets  in  new  light  thro'  chinks  that  time  has  made, 

Then  furely  ficknefs,  contributing  no  lefs  than 
old  age  to  the  fhaking  down  this  fcaffblding  of 
the  body,  may  difcover  the  inward  ftru&ure  more 
plainly.  Sicknefs  is  a  fort  of  early  old  age :  it 
teaches  us  a  diffidence  in  our  earthly  ftate,  and  in- 
fpires  us  with  the  thoughts  of  a  future,  better  than  a 
thoufand  volumes  of  philofophers  and  divines.  It 
gives  fo  warning  a  concuflion  to  thofe  props  of  cur 
vanity,  our  ftrength  and  youth,  that  we*  think  of 
fortifying  ourfelves  within,  when  there  is  fo  little 
dependance  upon  our  out-works.  Youth  at  the  very 
beft  is  but  a  betrayer  of  human  life  in  a  gentler  and 
fmoother  manner  than  age :  'tis  like  a  ilream  that 
nourifhes  a  plant  upon  a  bank,  and  caufes  it  to  flou- 
rifh  and  bloflbm  to  the  fight,  but  at  the  feme  time 
is  undermining  it  at  the  root  in  fecret.  My  youth 
has  dealt  more  fairly  and  openly  with  me,  it  has  af- 
forded feveral  profpefts  of  my  danger,  and  given  me 
an  advantage  not  very  common  to  young  men,  that 
N  4  the 
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the  attractions  of  the  world  have  not  dazzled  me 
very  much  ;  and  I  begin,  when;  moil  people  end, 
with  a  full  conviction  of  the  emptinefs  of  all  forts  of 
ambition,  and  the  unfatisfadlory  nature  of  all  hu- 
man pleafures.  When  a  fmart  fit  of  ilcknefs  tells 
me  this  fcurvy  tenement  of  my  body  will  fall  in  a 
little  time,  1  am  e'en  as  uriconcern'd  as  wai  that  ho- 
neft  Hibernian,  who  being  in  bed  in  the  great  ftorm 
lome  years  ago,  and  told  the  houfe  would  tumble 
over  his  head,  made  anfwer,  What  care  I  for  the 
houfe  ?  1  am  only  a  lodger.  I  fancy  'tis  the  beft 
time  to  die  when  one  is  in  the  btft  humour  ;  and  fo 
excefiivtiy  weak  as  I  now  am,  I  may  fay  with  con- 
fc'iehce,  tkat  I  am  not  at  all  uneafy  at  the  thought, 
that  many  men,  whom  I  never  had  any  eftcem  for, 
are  likely  to  enjoy  this  world  after  me.  When  I 
reflect  what  an  inconfiderable  lutle  atom  every  fingle 
man  is,  with  refpect  to  the  whole  creation,  mcthinks, 
'tis  a  fhame  to  be  concern'd  at  the  removal  of  fuch 
ti  trivial  animal  as  I  am  The  morning  after  my 
exit,  the  fun  will  rife  as  bright  as  ever,  the  flowers 
fmell  as  fweet,  the  plants  fpringas  green,  the  world 
will  proceed  in  its  old  courfc,  people  will  laugh  as 
heartily,  and  marry  as  faft,  as  they  were  us'dtodo. 
The  memory  of  man,  (as  it  is  elegantly  exprefs'd 
in  the  Book  of  Wifdom)  pafleth  away  as  the  remem- 
brance of  a  gueft  that  tarrieth  but  one  day.  There 
are  reafons  enough,  in  the  fourth  chapter  of  the  fame 
book,  to  make  any  young  man  contented  with  the 
profpecl  of  death.  *'  For  honourable  age  is  not 
;  that  which  ftandeth  in  length  of  time,  or  is  mea- 
'  fur'd  by  number  of  years.  But  wifdom  is  the 
'  grey  hair  to  men,  and  an  unfpotted  life  is  old  age. 
4  He  was  taken  away  fpeedily,  left  wickednefs 
'  fhould  alter  his  understanding,  or  deceit  beguile 
his  foul,"  &c.  I  am 

Your,  &c. 

LET- 
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LETTER    IV. 

To    Mr,  S  T  B-  E  L  E. 

Nov.  7,  1712. 

I  Was  the  other  day  in  company  with  five  or  fix 
men  of  feme  learning;  where  chancing  to  men- 
tion the  famous  verfes  which  the  Emperor  Adrian 
fpoke  on  his  death-bed,  they  were  all  agreed  that 
'twas  a  piece  of  gaiety  unworthy  of  that  prince  in 
thofe  circumftances.  I  could  not  but  differ  from 
this  opinion :  methinks  it  was  by  no  means  a  gay, 
but  a  very  ferioiis  foliloquy  to  his  foul  at  the  point  of 
its  departure ;  in  which  fenfe  I  naturally  took  the 
verfes  at  my  firft  reading  them,  when  I  was  very 
young,  and  before  I  knew  what  interpretation  the 
world  generally  put  upon  them. 

Animula  iwgula^  blandula, 
Hofpes  comcfqtie  corporis, 
^utr  nunc  abibis  in  loca  ? 
Pa/fidufy,  rigida,    nudula^ 
Nee  (utfohs)  dabisjo:a  ! 

Alas,  my  foul !  thou  pleafing  companion  of  this 
body,  thou  fleeting  thing  that  art  now  deferting 
it !  whither  art  thou  flying  ?  to  what  unknown 
fcene  ?  all  tremblino;,  fearful  and  penfive  !  what 
now  is  become  of  thy  former  wit  and  humour  ? 
thou  fhait  jeft  and  be  "gay  no  more." 
I  confefs  I  cannot  apprehend  where  lies  the  trifling 
in  all  this :  'tis  the  moft  natural  and  obvious  reflec- 
tion imaginable  to  a  dying  man  :  and  if  we  confider 
the  Emperor  was  a  heathen,  that  doubt  concerning 
the  future  ftate  of  his  foul  will  feem  fo  far  from  be- 
ing the  effect  of  want  of  thought,  that  'twas  fcarcc 
reafonable  he  mould  think  otherwife ;  not  to  men- 
tion that  here  is  a  plain  confeifion  included  of  his 

belief 
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belief  in  its  immortality.  The  diminutive  epithets 
of  "uaguli-t  blandula,  and  the  reft,  appear  not  to  me 
as  expreflions  of  levity,  but  rather  of  endearment 
and  concern ;  fuch  as  we  find  in  Catullus,  and  the 
authors  of  Hcndeca-fyllabi  after  him,  where  they  are 
ufed  to  exprcfs  the  utmoft  love  and  tendernefs  for 
their  miftrefles. — If  you  think  me  right  in  my  no- 
tion of  the  kft  words  of  Adrian,  be  pleas'd  to  infert 
it  in  the  Spectator ;  if  not,  to  fupprefs  it. 

I  am,  &e. 
ADRIANI    morientis  Ad  A  N  I  M  A  M, 

TRANSLATED. 

Ah  fleeting  Spirit !  wand'ring  fire, 

That  long  haft  warm'd  my  tender  breaft, 

Muft  thou  no  more  this  frame  infpire  ? 
No  more  a  pleafmg,  chearful  gueft  ? 

Whither,  ah  whither  art  thou  flying ! 

To  what  dark,  undifcover'd  more  ? 
Thou  feem'ft  all  trembling,  fhiv'ring,  dying, 

And  Wit  and  Humour  are  no  more  ! 


LETT  E  R    V. 

Mr.  S  T  E  E  L  E  to  Mr.  POPE. 

Nov.  12,  1712. 

I  Have  read  over  your  Temple  of  Fame  twice,  and 
cannot  find  any  thing  amifs,  of  weight  enough 
to  call  a  fault,  but  fee  in  it  athoufand  thoufand  beau- 
ties. Mr.  Addifon  fhall  fee  it  to-morrow :  after  his 
perufal  of  it,  I  will  let  you  know  his  thoughts.  I 
defire  you  would  let  me  know  whether  you  are  at 
leifure  or  not  ?  I  have  a  defign  which  I  ftiall  open  a 

montl? 
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month  or  two  hence,  with  the  afliftance  of  the  few 
like  yourfelf.  If  your  thoughts  are  unengaged,  I 
(hall  explain  myfelf  further.  I  am 

Your,  &c. 


LETTER     VI. 

The  Anfwer. 

Nov.  26,  1712. 

YOU^obligeme  by  the  indulgence  you  have 
fhewn  to  the  poem  I  fent  you,  but  will  oblige 
me  much  more  by  the  kinc  feverity  I  hope  for  from 
you.  No  errors  are  fo  tri\  ;?1,  but  they  deferve  to 
be  mended.  But  fince  you  fay  you  fee  nothing  that 
may  be  called  a  fault,  can  you  but  think  it  fo,  that 
I  have  confin'd  the  attendance  of  *  Guardian  fpirits 
to  Heaven's  favourites  only  ?  I  could  point  you  to 
feveral,  but  'tis  my  bufmefs  to  be  inform'd  of  thofe 
faults  I  do  not  know  ;  and  as  for  thofe  I  do,  not  to 
talk  of  them,  but  to  correct  them.  You  fpeak  of 
that  poem  in  a  ftyle  I  neither  merit,  nor  expect ; 
but,  I  aflure  you,  if  you  freely  mark  or  dam  out,  I 
{hall  look  upon  your  blots  to  be  i's  greateft  beauties  : 
I  mean,  if  Mr.  Add i  Ton  and  yourfelf  mould  like  it  in 
the  whole  j  otherwife  the  trouble  of  correction  is 
what  I  would  not  take,  for  I  was  really  fo  diffident 
of  it  as  to  let  it  lie  by  me  thefe  f  two  years,  juft  as 
you  now  fee  it.  I  am  afraid  of  nothing  fo  much  as 
to  impofe  any  thing  on  the  world  which  is  unworthy 
of  its  acceptance. 

*  This  is  not  now  to  be  found  in  the  Temflt  of  Fame, 
which  was  the  Poem  here  fpoken  of.  P. 

f  Hence  it  appears  thi,  Poem  was  writ  before  the  Au- 
thor \vas  twenty -two  years  old.  P, 

As 
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As  tb  the  hift  period  of  your  letter,  I  (hall  be  very 
ready  and  glad  to  contribute  to  any  defign  that  tend; 
to  the  advantage  of  mankind,  which,  I  am  fure,  all 
yours  do.  I  wifn  I  had  but  as  much  capacity  as  let- 
fure,  for  I  am  perfectly  idle  :  (a  fign  I  have  not 
much  capacity.) 

If  you  will  entertain  the  bed  opinion  of  me,  be 
pleas'd  to  think  me  your  friend.  Aflure  Mr.  Addi- 
ibn  of  my  moft  faithful  fervice,  of  every  one's  efteem 
he  muft  be  aflur'd  already.  I  am 

Your,  &c. 


LETTER    VII. 

To  Mr.  S  T  E  E  L  E. 

Nov.  29,  1712. 

I  AM  forry  youpublifhed  that  notion  about  Adri- 
an's verfes  as  mine  :  had  I  imagined  you  would 
ufe  my  name,  I  fbould  have  exprefsM  my  fentiments 
with  more  modefty  and  diffidence.  I  only  fentit  to 
have  your  opinion,  and  not  to  publifh.  my  owifi, 
which  I  diftrulted.  But,  I  think  the  fuppofition  you 
draw  from  the  notion  of  Adrian'?  being  addicted  to 
magic,  is  a  little  uncharitable,  ("  that  he  might  fear 
"  no  fort  of  deity,  good  or  bad")  fincc  in  the  third 
verfe  he  plainly  tcftifies  his  apprehenfion  of.  a  future 
ftate,  by  being  folicitous  whither  his  foul  war>  going. 
As  to  what  you  mention  of  his  ufmg  gay  and  ludi- 
crous exprellions,  I  have  own'd  my  opinion  to  be, 
that  the  expreffions  are  not  fo,  but  that  diminutives 
are  as  often,  in  the  Latin  tongue,  .ufcd  as  marks  of 
tcndernefs  and  concern. 

AniDUi  is  no  more  than  my  foul,  animula  has  the 
force  of  my  dear  foul.  To  fay  virgo  bella  is  not  half 
fo  endearing  as  virguncula  bcV.ula  \  and  had  Auguftus 
only  call'd  Horace  lepidum  hominem^  it  had  amounted 

to 
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to  no  more  than  that  he  thought  him  a  pleafant  fel- 
low :  'twas  the  hornunciolum  that  exprefs'd  the  love 
and  tendernefs  that  great  Emperor  had  for  him.  And 
perhaps  I  ftiould  myfelf  be  much  better  pleas'd,  if  I 
were  told  you  call'd  me  your  little  friend,  than  if 
you  complimented  me  with  th^title  of  a  great  ge- 
nius, or  an  eminent  hand,  as  Jacob  does  all  his  au- 
thors. I  am 

Your,  &c. 


LETTER    VIII. 
Fjom   Mr.   S.  T  E  E  L  E. 

Dec.  4,  1712. 

THIS  is  to  defire  of,  you  that  you  would  pleafe 
•to  make  an  Ode  as  of  a  chearful  dying  fpirit, 
that  is  to  fay,  the  Emperor  Adrian's  Amniula  vagula 
put  into  two  or  three  ftanzas  for  murk.  If  you  com- 
ply with  this,  and  fend,  .01  e  word  fo,  you  will  very 
particularly  oblige 

Your,&c. 

. __ 

L  E  T  T  E  R.   IX. 

T  Do  not  fend  you  word  I  will  do,  but  have  already 
.  \_  done  the  thing  you  defire  of  me.  You  have  it 
(as  Cowlcy  calls  it)  juft  warm  from  the  brain.  It 
came  to  me-tfce  firil  moment  I  waked  this  morning  : 
Yet,  you'll. fee,  it  was  not  fo  abfolutely  infpiration, 
but  that  I  had  In  my  head  not  only  the  verfes  of 
Adrijui,  but  the  fine  fragment  of  Sappho,  &c. 


The 
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The  dying  Chriftian  to  his    SOU  L. 
ODE. 

I. 

Vital  fpark  of  heav'nly  flame  ! 
Quit,  oh  quit  this  mortal  frame; 
Trembling,  hoping,  ling'ring,  flying, 
Oh  the  pain,  the  blifs  of  dying ! 
Ceafe,  fond  Nature,  ceafe  thy  ftrife, 
And  let  me  languifh  into  life. 

II. 

Hark  !  they  whifper;  Angels  fay, 
Sifter  Spirit,  come  away ! 
What  is  this  abforbs  me  quite, 
Steals  my  fenfes,  fhuts  my  fight, 
Drowns  my  fpirits,  draws  my  breath  ? 
Tell  me,  my  foul,  can  this  be  Death  ? 

m. 

The  world  recedes ;  it  difappears ! 
Heav'n  opens  on  my  eyes !  my  ears 

With  founds  feraphic  ring : 
Lend,  lend  your  wings !  I  mount !  I  fly  ! 
O  Grave !  where  is  thy  Victory  ? 

O  Death  !  where  is  thy  Sting  ? 

L  E  T  T  E  R    X. 

To  Mr.  A  D  D  i  s  o  N, 

July  20,  1713. 

I  AM  more  joy'd  at  your  return  than  I  mould  b« 
at  that  of  the  fun,  fo  much  as  I  wifh  for  him 
this  melancholy  wet  feafon  j  but  'tis  his  fate  too,  like 
I  yours, 
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yeurs,  to  be  difpleafing  to  Owls  and  obfcene  ani- 
mals, who  cannot  bear  his  luftre.     What  put  me 
in  mind  of  thefe   night-birds  was   John  Dennis, 
whom,  I  think,  you  are  beft  revenged  upon,  as  the 
Sun  was  in  the  table  upon  thofe  bats  and  beaftly 
birds  abovementioned,  only  by  Jbitring  on.     I  am  fo 
far  from  efteeming  it  any  misfortune,  that  I  congra- 
tulate you  upon  having  your  £hare  in  that,  which  all 
the  great  men  and  all  the  good  men  that  ever  lived 
have  had  their  part  of,  Envy  and  Calumny.     To  be 
uncenfured  and  to  be  obfcure,  is  the   fame  thing. 
You  may  conclude  from  what  I  here  fay,  that  'twas 
never  in  my  thoughts  to  have  offered  you  my  pen  in 
any  direct  reply  to  fuch  a  Critic,  but  only  in  fome 
little  raillery  5  not  in  defence  of  you,  but  in  con- 
tempt of  him*.     But  indeed  your  opinion,  that 'tis 
intirely  to  be  neglected,  would  have  been  my  own 
had  it  been  my  own  cafe ;  but  I  felt  more  warmth 
here  than  I  did  when  firft  I  faw  his  book  againft  my- 
felf,  (tho'  indeed  in  two  minutes  it  made  me  heartily 
merry.)   He  has  written  againft   every   thing  the 
world  has  approv'd  thefe  many  Jrears.     I  apprehend 
but  one  danger  from  Dennis's  difliking    our  fcnfe, 
that  it  may  make  us  think  fo  very  well  of  it,  as  to 
become  proud  and  conceited,  upon  his  difapprpba- 
tion. 

I  mufl  not  here  omit  to  do  juftice  to  Mr.  Gay, 
whofe  zeal  in  your  concern  is  worthy  a  friend  and 
honourer  of  you.  He  writ  to  me  in  the  moft  prefs- 
ing  terms  about  it,  though  with  that  juft  contempt 
of  the  Critic  that  he  deferve5.  I  think  in  thefe  days 
one  honeft  man  is  obliged  to  acquaint  another  who 
are  his  friends ;  when  fo  many  mifch'evous  infects 
are  daily  at  work  to  make  people  of  merit  fufpicious 

*  This  relates  to  the  Paper  occasioned  by  Dennis's  Re- 
marks upon  Ca:o,  call'd,  Dr.  Norm'a  Atarrgf/w  ef  the 
Frenzy  of  John  Dennis.  P. 

Of 
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of  each  other  ;  that  they  may  have  the  fatisfa&ion 
of  feeing  them  look'd  upon  no  better  than  themfelves. 
I  am  Your,  &c. 


LETTER    XI. 

Mr.  A  D  D  i  s  o  N  to  Mr.  POPE. 

oa.  26,  i7 ! 3. 

I\Vas  extremely  glad  to  receive  a  letter  from  you, 
but  more  fo  upon  reading  the  contents  of  it. 
be  *  Work  you  mention,  will  I  dare  fay,  very 
fufficiently  recommend  itfelf  when  your  name  ap- 
pears with  the  Propofals  :  And  if  you  think  I  can 
any  way  contribute  to  the  forwarding  of  them,  you 
cannot  lay  a  greater  obligation  upon  me  than  by  em- 
ploying me  in  fuch  an  office.  As  I  have  an  ambi- 
tion of  having  it  known  that  you  are  my  friend,  I 
fhall  be  very  proud  of  mowing  it  by  this,  or  any 
other  inftance.  I  queftion  not  but  your  Tranflation 
\vill  enrich  our  Tongue  and  do  honour  to  our  Coun- 
try ;  for  I  conclude  of  it  already  from  thofe  per- 
formances with  which  you  have  oblig'd  the  public. 
I  would  only  have  you  confider  how  it  may  moft 
turn  to  your  advantage.  Excufe  my  impertinence 
in  this  particular,  which  proceeds  from  my  zeal  for 
your  eafe  and  happinefs.  The  work  would  coft  you 
a  great  deal  of  Time,  and,  unlefs  you  undertake  it, 
will,  I  am  afraid,  never  be  executed  by  any  other ; 
at  leaft  I  know  none  of  this  age  that  is  equal  to  it 
befides  yourfelf. 

I  am  at  prefent  wholly  immerfed  in  country  bufmefs, 
and  begin  to  take  delight  in  it.  I  wifh  I  might  hope 
to  fee  you  here  forne  time,  and  will  not  defpair  of 

t  The  Tranflation  of  the  Iliad.        P. 

it, 
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it,  when  you  engage  in  a  work  that  will  require  fo- 
litude  and  retirement.     I  am 

Your,  &c. 


LETTER    XII. 
Mr.  A  D  D  i  s  o  N    to  Mr,  POPE. 

Nov.  2,  17 

I  Have  receiv'd  your  letter,  and  am  glad  to  find  that 
you  have  laid  fo  good  a  fcheme  for  your  great 
undertaking.  I  queftion  not  but  the  Profe  *  will  re- 
quire as  much  care  as  the  Poetry,  but  the  variety  will 
give  yourfelf  fome  relief,  and  more  pleafure  to  your 
readers. 

You  gave  me  leave  once  to  take  the  liberty  of  a 
friend,  in  advifing  you  not  to  content  yourfelf  with 
one  half  of  the  Nation  for  your  admirers  when  you 
might  command  them  all.  Jf  I  might  take  the  free- 
dom to  repeat  it,  I  would  on  this  occafion.  I  think 
you  are  very  happy  that  you  are  out  of  the  Fray,  and 
I  hope  all  your  undertakings  will  turn  to  the  better 
account  for  it. 

You  fee  how  I  prefume  on  your  fricndfliip  in  tak- 
ing all  this  freedom  with  you  :  But  I  already  fancy 
that  we  have  lived  many  years  together  in  an  unre- 
ferved  converfation,  and  that  we  may  do  fo  many 
more,  is  the  fincere  wiih  of 

Your,  &c. 

*  The  notes  to  his  tranflation  of  Homer. 


Voi-.Vtl,  O  LET- 
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LETTER    XIII. 
To  Mr.  A  D  D  i  s  o  N. 

YOUR  laft  is  the  more  obliging,  as  it  hints  at 
fome  little  niceties  in  my  conduit,  which  your 
candour  and  affection  prompts  you  to  recommend 
to  me,  and  which  (fo  trivial  as  things  of  this  na- 
ture feem)  are  .yet  of  no  flight  confequence,  to  people 
whom  every  body  talks  of  and  every  body  as  he 
pleafcs.  'Tis  a  fort  of  Tax  that  attends  an  eftate  in 
Parnaflus,  which  is  often  rated  much  higher  than  in 
proportion  to  the  fmall  poflcflion  an  author  holds. 
For  indeed  an  author,  who  is  once  come  upon  the 
town,  is  enjoy*  d  without  being  thanked  for  the  plea- 
fure,  and  fometimes  ill-treated  by  thofe  very  perfons 
who  firft  debauched  him.  Yet,  to  tell  you  the  bot- 
tom of  my  heart,  I  am  no  way  difpleafed  that  I  have 
offended  the  vrolent  of  all  parties  already  ;  and  at 
the  fame  time  I  aflure  you  confcientioufly,  I  feel  not 
the  le  aft  malevolence  or  refentment  againft  any  of 
thofc  who  mifreprefent  me,  or  are  difiatisfied  with 
jne.  This  frame  of  mind  is  fo  eafy,  that  I  am  per- 
fectly content  with  my  condition. 

As  I  hope,  and  would  flatter  myfelf,  that  you 
know  me  and  my  thoughts  fo  entirely  as  never  to  be 
miftaken  in  either,  fo  'tis  a  pleafure  to  me  that  you 
guefs'd  fo  right  in  regard  to  the  author  of  that  Guar- 
dian you  mentioned.  But  I  am  forry  to  find  it  has 
taken,  air,  that  I  have  fome  hand:in  thofe  papers,  be- 
caufe  I  write  fo  very  few  as  neither  to  deferve  the 
credit  of  fuch  a  report  with  fome  people,  nor  the 
difrepute  of  it  with  others.  An  honeft  Jacobite 
fpokc  to  me  the  fenfe  or  nonfenfe  of  the  weak  part 
of  his  party  very  fairly,  that  the  good  people  took  it 
ill  of  me,  that  I  writ  with  Steele,  tho'  upon  never 
To  indifferent  fubjefts.-  This,  I  know,  you  will 

laugh 
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laugh  at  as  well  as  I  do  ;  yet  I  doubt  not  but  many 
little  calumniators  and  perfons  of  four  difpofitions 
will  take  occafion  hence  to  befpatter  me.  I  confefs 
I  fcorn  narrow  fouls,  of  all  parties,  and  if  I  renounce 
my  reafon  in  religious  matters,  I'll  hardly  do  it  in 
any  other* 

I  can't  imagine  whence  it  comes  to  pafs  that  the 
few  Guardians  I  have  written  are  fo  generally  known 
for  mine  :  that  in  particular  which  you  mention  I 
never  difcovered  to  any  man  but  the  publifher,  till 
very  lately  :  yet  almoft  every  body  told  me  of  it. 

As  to  his  taking  a  more  Politic  turn,  I  cannot  any 
way  enter  into  that  fecret,  nor  have  I  been  let  into 
it,  any  more  than  into  the  reft  of  his  politics.  Tho' 
'tis  faid,  he  will  take  into  thefe  papers  alfo  feveral 
fubje£ts  of  the  politer  kind,  as  before:  But,  I  aflure 
you,  as  to  myfelf,  I  have  quite  done  with  them  for 
the  future.  The  little  I  have  done,  and  the  great 
refpect  I  bear  Mr.  Steele  as  a  man  of  wit,  has  ren- 
dered me  a  fufpecled  Whig  to  fome  of  the  violent; 
but  (as  old  Dryden  faid  before  me)  'tis  not  the  vio- 
lent I  defign  to  pleafe. 

I  generally  employ  the  mornings  in  painting  with 
Mr.  Jervas  *,  and  the  evenings  in  the  converfation 
of  fuch  as  I  think  can  moft  improve  my  mind,  of 
whatever  denomination  they  are.  I  ever  muft  fet 
the  higheft  value  upon  men  of  truly  grqat,  that  is 
honeft  principles,  with  equal  capacities.  The  beft 
way  I  know  of  overcoming  calumny  and  mifcon- 
ftru&ion,  is  by  a  vigorous  perfeverance  in  every  thing 
we  know  to  be  right,  and  a  total  neglect  of  all  that 
can  enfue  from  it.  'Tis  partly  from  this  maxim  that 
I  depend  upon  your  friendfhip,  becaufe  I  believe  it 
will  do  juftice  to  my  intention  in  every  thing  ;  and 
give  me  leave  to  tell  you,  that  (as  the  world  goes) 
this  is  no  fmall  aflurance  I  repofe  in  you.  I  am 

Your,  &c: 

*.See  the  Epiftle  to  him  in  verfe,  writ  about  this  time.  P. 
02  LET- 
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LETTER    XIV. 
To  Mr.  A  D  D  i  s  o  N. 

Dec.  14,  1713. 

I  Have  been  lying  in  wait  for  my  own  imagination, 
this  week  and  more,  and  watching  what  thoughts 
came  up  in  the  whirl  of  the  fancy,  that  were  worth 
communicating  to  you  in  a  letter.     But  I  am   at 
length  convinced  that  my  rambling  head  can  produce 
nothing  of  that  fort ;  fo  1  muft  e'en'  be  contented 
with  telling  you  the  old  ftory,  that  I  love  you  hear- 
tily.    I  have  often  found  by  experience,  that  nature 
and  truth,  tho'  never  fo  low  or  vulgar,  are  yet  pleaf- 
ing  when  openly  and  artldsly  reprefented  :  It  would 
be  diverting  to  me  to  read  the  very  letters  of  an  in- 
fant, could  it  write  its  innocent  inconfiftencies  and 
tautologies  juft  as  it  thought  them.     This  makes  me 
hope  a  letter  from  me  will  not  be  unwelcome  to  you, 
when  I  am  confcious  I  write  with  more  unreferved- 
nefs  than  ever  man  wrote,  or  perhaps  ta)k'd  to  an- 
other.    I  truft  your  good-nature  with  the  whole 
range   of  my  follies,  and  really  love  you  fo  well, 
that   I  would  rather  you  fhould  pardon  me  than 
cfteem  me  j  fince  one  is  an  a&  of  goodnefs  and  be- 
nevolence, the  other  a  kind  of  conftrained  deference. 
You  can't  wonder  my  thoughts  are  fcarce  confift- 
ent,  when  I  tell  you  how  they  are  diffracted.  Every 
hour  of  my  life  my  m'md  is  ftrangely  divided  ;  this 
minute  perhaps  I  am  above  the  ftars,  with  a  thoufand 
fyftems  round  about  me,  looking  forward  into  avaft 
abyfs,  and  lofing  my  whole  comprehenfion  in  the 
boundlefs    fpace   of   Creation,    in  dialogues   with 
•  Whifton  and  the  Aftronomers  ;  the  next  moment  I 
am  below  all  trifles  groveling  with  T*   in  the  very 
centre  of  nonfenfc  :  Now  I  am  recreated  with  the 

brilk 
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brifk  failles  and  quick  turns  of  wit,  which  Mr.  Steelc 
in  his  livelieft  and  frecft  humours  darts  about  him  j 
and  now  levelling  my  application  to  the  tnfignificaut 
obfervations  and  quirks  of  Grammar  of  C*  and  D*. 
Good  God  !  what  an  incongruous  animal  is  man.! 
how  unfettlcd  in  his  beft  part,  his  foul;  and  how 
changing  and  variable  in  his  frame  of  body  ? 
the  conftancy  of  the  onefhook  by  every  notion,  the 
temperament  of  the  other  affected  by  every  blaft  of 
wind !  What  is  he  altogether  but  one  mighty  in- 
confiftency  ;  ficknefs  and  pain  is  the  lot  of~one  half 
of  him :  doubt  and  fear  the  portion  of  the  other  ! 
What  a  buttle  we  make  about  pafling  our  time,  when 
all  our  fpace  is  but  a  point  ?  what  aims  and  ambi- 
tions are  crowded  into  this  little  jnftant  of  our  life, 
which  (as  Shakefpear  finely  words  it)  is  rounded 
with  a  fleep  ?  Our  whole  extent  of  being  is  no  more, 
iji  the  eye  of  him  who  gave  it,  than  a  fcarce  per- 
ceptible moment  of  duration.  Thofe  animals  whofe 
circle  of  living  is  limited  to  three  or  four  hours,  as 
the  naturalifts  tell  us,  are  yet  as  long-lived  and  poflefs 
as  wide  a  fcene  of  action  as  man,  if  we  confider 
him  with  a  view  to  all  Space,  and  all  Eternity.  Who 
knows  what  plots,  what  atchievements  a  mite  may 
perform  in  hjs  kingdom  of  a  grain  of  duft,  within 
his  life  of  fome  minutes  ;  and  of  how  much  lefs 
confideration  than  even  this,  is  the  life  of  man  in 
the  fight  of  God,  who  is  from  ever,  and  for  ever  ? 

Who  that  thinks  in  this  train,  but  muft  fee  the 
world  and  its  contemptible  grandeurs,  leflen  before 
him  at  every  thought  ?  'Tis  enough  to  make  one  re- 
main ftupify'd  in  a  poize  of  inaction,  void  of  alj 
defires,  of  all  defigns,  of  all  friendfhips. 

But  we  muft  return  (thro'  our  very  condition  of 

being)  to  our  narrow  felves,  and  thofe  things  that 

affect  ourfelves :    our  paflions,  our  interefts  flow  in 

wpon  us,  and  unphilofophize  us  into  mere  mortals. 

O  3  For 
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For  my  part,  I  never  return  fo  much  into  myfelf,  35 

when  I  think  of  you,  whofe  friend/hip  is  one  of  the 

beft  comforts  I  have  for  the  infignificancy  of  myfelf. 

I  am  Your,  &c. 

LETTER    XV. 
To  Mr.  A  D  D  i  s  o  N, 

Jan.  30,  1713-14. 

YOUR  letter  found  me  very  bufy  in  my  grand 
undertaking,  to  which  I  muft  wholly  give 
myfelf  up  for  fome  time,  unlefs  when  I  fnatch  an 
hour  to  pleafe  myfelf  with  a  diftant  converfation 
with  you  and  a  few  others,  by  writing.  'Tis  no 
comfortable  profpeft  to  be  reflecting,  that  fo  long  a 
fiege  as  that  of  Troy  lies  upon  my  hands,  and  the 
campagne  above  half  over,  before  I  have  made  any 
progress.  Indeed  the  Greek  fortification  upon  a 
nearer  approach  does  not  appear  fo  formidable  as  it 
did,  and  1  am  almoft  apt  to  flatter  myfelf,  that  Homer 
fecretly  feems  inclined  to  a  correfpbndence  with  me, 
in  letting  me  into  a  good  part  of  his  intentions. 
There  are,  indeed,  a  fort  of  underling  auxiliars  to 
the  difficulty  of  a  work,  call'd  Commentators  and 
Critics,  who  would  frighten  many  people  by  their 
number  and  bulk,  and  perplex  our  progrefs  under 
pretence  of  fortifying  their  author.  Thcfe  lie  very 
low  in  the  trenches  and  ditches  they  themfclves  have 
digged,  encompafled  with  dirt  of  their  own  heaping 
up ;  but,  I  think,  there  may  be  found  a  method  of 
coming  at  the  main  works  by  a  more  fpeedy  and 
gallant  way  than  by  mining  under  ground,  that  is, 
by  ufmg  the  poetical  engines,  wings,  and  flying  over 
their  heads*. 

*  There  is  a  ftrange  confufion  in  this  long  continued 
metaphor  :  fometimes  the  fortifications  fpoken  of  are  to 

3  While 
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While  I  am  engaged  in  the  fight,  I  find  you  are 
concerned  how  1  fhall  be  paid,  and  are  felicitous 
that  I  may  not  have  the  ill  fate  of  many  difcarded 
Generals,  to  be  firft  envied  and  malign'd,  then  per- 
haps prais'd,  and  laftly  neglected.  The  former  (the 
conftant  attendant  upon  all  great  and  laudable  enter- 
prizes)  I  have  already  experienced.  Some  have  faid 
J  am  not  a  mailer  in  the  Greek,  who  either  are  fo 
themfelves  or  are  not :  if  they  are  not,  they  can't 
tell ;  and  if  they  are,  they  can't  without  having  ca- 
techiz'd  me.  But  if  they  can  read  (for,  I  know» 
fome  critics  can,  and  others  cannot)  there  are  fairly 
lying  before  them  fome  fpecimens  of  my  tranflation 
from  this  Author  in  the  Mifcellanies,  which  they 
are  heartily  welcome  to.  I  have  met  with  as  much 
malignity  another  way,  fome  calling  me  a  Tory, 
becaufe  the  heads  of  that  party  have  been  diftinguim- 
ingly  favourable  to  me;  fome  a  Whig,  becaufe  I 
have  been  favour'd  with  yours,  Mr.  Congreve's,  and 
Mr.  Craggs's  friendmip,  and  of  late  with  my  lord 
Hallifax's  patronage.  How  much  more  natural  a 
conclufion  might  be  formed,  by  any  good-natur'd 
man,  that  a  perfon  who  has  been  well  ufed  by  all 
fides,  has  been  offenfive  to  none.  This  miferable 
ags  is  fo  funk  between  anirnofities  of  Prtrty  and  thofe 
of  Religion,  that  I  begin  to  fear,  rpoft  men  have 
Politics  enough  to  make  (thro'  violence)  the  beft 
fcheme  of  government  a  bad  one  :  and  Belief  enough 
to  hinder  their  own  falvation.  I  hope  for  my  own 
part  never  to  have  more  of  either  than  is  confident 
with  common  Juftice  and  Charity,  and  always  us 
much  as  becomes  aChriftian  and  honeft  man.  Tho' 
I  find  it  an  unfortunate  thing  to  be  bred  a  Papift 

keep  the   ignorant  out,  fomedmes   to  let   them  in,  and 
£>meti.nes  only  to  quibble  with,  as  in  the  word. 
pretence  of  fort;fiir,g  their   author .]   But  it  is  no  matter. 
The  Critics  and  Commentators  arc   to  be   abulcd,  and 
.any  thing  fcrves  to  do  that. 

O  4  !:irj. 
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here,  where  one  is  obnoxious  to  four  parts  in  five 
as  being  fo  too  much  or  too  little ;  I  (hall  yet  be  eafy 
£nder  both  their  miftakes,  and  be  what  I  more  than 
feem  to  be,  for  I  fuffer  for  it.  God  is  my  witnefs 
that  I  no  more  envy  you  Proteftants  your  places  and 
pofleflions,  than  I  do  our  Priefts,  their  charity  or 
[earning.  I  am  ambitious  of  nothing  but  the  good 
opinion  of  good  men,  on  both  fides ;  for  I  know 
that  one  virtue  of  a  free  fpirit  is  worth  more  than  all 
the  virtues  put  together  of  all  the  narrow-foul'4 
people  in  the  world.  I  arrj 

Your,  &c. 


LETTER    XVI. 

To  Mr.  A  D  D  i  s  o  N. 

Oa.  10,  1714. 

I  Have  been  acquainted  by  *  one  of  my  friends,  who 
omits  no  opportunities  of  gratifying  me,  that 
you  have  lately  been  pleas'd  to  fpeak  of  me  in  a 
manner  which  nothing  but  the  real  refpeft  1  have  for 
you  can  deferve.  May  I  hope  that  fome  late  male- 
volencits  have  loft  their  effect?  indeed  it  is  neither 
for  me,  nor  my  enemies,  to  pretend  to  tell  you  whe- 
ther I  am  your  friend  or  not ;  but  if  you  would  judge 
by  probabilities,  I  beg  to  know  which  of  your  poeti- 
cal acquaintance  has  fo  little  intereft  in  pretending  to 
be  fo  ?  Methinks  no  man  fhould  queftion  the  real 
friendship  of  one  who  defires  no  real  fervice.  I  am 
cnly  to  get  as  much  from  the  Whigs,  as  I  got  from 
fhe  Tories,  that  is  to  fay,  Civility  ;  being  neither  fo 
proud  as  to  be  infenfible  of  any  good  office,  nor  fo 

*  Sec  two  Letter?,  from  Mr.  Juvas,  and  the  Anfwc r 
to  it.     N°*z,  23.         P- 

humble^ 
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humble,  as  not  to  dare  heartily  to  tlefpife  any  man 
who  does  me  an  injuftice. 

I  will  not  value  myfelf  upon  having  ever  guarded 
all  the  degrees  of  refpecl  for  you  :  for  (to  fay  the 
truth)  all  the  world  fpeaks  well  of  you,  and  I  mould 
bje  under  a  neceflity  of  doing  the  fame,  whether  I 
car'd  for  you  or  not. 

As  to  what  you  have  faid  of  me,  I  mall  never  be- 
lieve that  the  author  of  Cato  can  fpeak  one  thing 
?nd  think  another.  As  a  proof  that  I  account  you 
iincere,  I  beg  a  favour  of  you  :  It  is,  that  you  would 
took  over  the  two  firft  books  of  my  tranflation  of 
flomer,  which  are  in  the  hands  of  my  Lord  Halli- 
fax.  I  am  fenfible  how  much  the  reputation  of  any 
poetical  work  will  depend  upon  the  character  you 
give  it :  'tis  therefore  fome  evidence  of  the  truft  I 
repofe  in  your  good-will,  when  I  give  you  this  op- 
portunity of  fpeaking  ill  of  me  witn  juftice ;  and  yet 
expect  you  will  tell  me  your  trueft  thoughts,  at  the 
fame  time  that  you  tell  others  your  moft  favourable 
ones. 

I  have  a  farther  requeft,  which  I  muft  prefs  with 
earneftnefs.  My  bookfeller  is  reprinting  the  Eflay 
on  Criticifm,  to  which  you  have  done  too  much  ho- 
nour in  your  Spectator  of  N°  253.  The  period  in 
that  paper,  where  you  fay,  "  I  have  admitted  fome 
"  ftrokes  of  ill-nature  into  that  Effay,"  is  the  only 
one  I  could  wifh  omitted  of  all  you  have  written  ; 
but  I  would  not  defire  it  mould  be  fo,  unlefs  I  had 
the  merit  of  removing  your  objection.  I  beg  you 
but  to  point  out  thofe  ftrokes  to  me,  and,  you  may 
be  aflured,  they  (hall  be  treated  without  mercy. 

Since  we  are  upon  proofs  of  fmcerity  (which  I  am 
pretty  confident  will  turn  to  the  advantage  of  us 
both  in  each  other's  opinion)  give  me  leave  to  name 
another  paflage  in  the  fame  Spectator,  which  I  wifh 
you  would  alter.  It  is  where  you  mention  an  ob- 
lervation  upon  Homer's  Verfes  of  Sifyphus's  Stone, 

as 
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as  *  never  having  been  made  before  by  any  of  the 
Critics  :  I  happened  to  find  the  fame  in  Dionyfius 
of  HalicarnafTus's  Treatife,  ^Hepl  av^ia-iu^  OVO^«'TWV, 
who  treats  very  largely  upon  thefe  verfes.  I  know 
you  will  think  fit  to  foften  your  expreflion,  when 
you  fee  the  paflage ;  which  you  muft  needs  have  read, 
though  it  be  fince  flipt  out  of  your  memory.  I  am, 
with  the  utrnoft  efteem, 

Your,  &c. 


LETTER    XVII. 

To  the  Honourable  — • 

June  8,  1714. 

T  |">H  £  queftion  you  afk  in  relation  to  Mr.  Addi- 
J_  fon  and  Philips,  I  mattanfwer  in  a  few  words. 
Mr.  Philipi  did  exprefs  himfelf  with  mucli  indigna- 
tion againft  me  one  evening  at  Button's  Coffee- 
h  mfe  (as  I  was  told)  faying,  that  I  was  enter'd  in- 
to a  cabal  with  Dean  Swift  and  others  to  write  again  ft 
the  Whig-Intereft,  and  in  particular  to  undermine 
his  own  reputation,  and  that  of  his  friends  Steelc 
and  Addifon  :  but  Mr.  Philips  never  opened  his  lips 
to  my  face,  on  this  or  any  like  occafion,  tho'  1  was 
almoft  every  night  in  the  fame  room  with  him,  nor 
ever  ofter'd  me  any  indecorum.  Mr.  Addifon  came 
to  me  a  night  or  two  after  Philips  had  talk'd  in 
this  idle  manner,  and  aflur'd  me  of  his  difbelief 
of  what  had  been  faid,  of  the  friendmtp  we  mould 
always  maintain,  and  defir'd  I  would  fay  nothing 
further  of  it.  My  Lord  Hallifax  did  me  the  ho- 
nour to  ftir  in  this  matter,  by  fpeaking  to  feverai 

*Tluf.-  vvoriN  arc  ftnce  left  out  in  Mr.  Tickel's  Edi- 
tion, but  wcix  extant  m  all  during  ?vlr.  Addifon's  life.   P. 

people 
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people  to  obviate  a  falfe  afperfion,  which  might  have 
done  me  no  fmall  prejudice  with  one  party.  How- 
ever Philips  did  all  he  could  fecretly  to  continue  the 
report  with  the  Hanover  Club,  and  kept  in  his  hands 
the  fubfcriptions  paid  for  me  to  him,  as  Secretary  to 
that  Club.  The  heads  of  it  have  fmce  given  him  to 
underftand,  that  they  take  it  ill ;  but  (upon  the 
terms  I  ought  to  be  with  fuch  a  man)  I  would  not 
afk  him  for  this  money,  but  commiflion'd  one  of  the 
Players,  his  equals,  to  receive  it.  This  is  the  whole 
matter;  but  as  to  the  fecret  grounds*  of  this  ma- 
lignity, they  will  make  a  very  pleafant  hifrory  when 
we  meet.  Mr.  Congreve  and  fome  others  have  been 
much  diverted  with  it,  and  moft  of  the  gentlemen 
of  the  Hanover  Club  have  made  it  the  fubjecl  of 
their  ridicule  on  their  Secretary.  It  is  to  this  ma- 
nagement of  Philips,  that  the  world  owes  Mr.  Gay's 
Paftorals.  The  ingenious  author  is  extremely  your 
fervant,  and  would  have  comply'd  with  your  kind 
invitation,  but  that  ha  is  juft  now  appointed  Secre- 
tary to  my  Lord  Clarendon,  in  his  embafly  to  Ha- 
nover. 

I  am  fenfible  of  the  zeal  and  friendfhip  with  which, 
I  am  fure,  you  will  always  defend  your  friend  in  his 
abfence,  from  all  thofe  little  tales  and  calumnies, 
which  a  man  of  any  genius  or  merit  is  born  to.  I 
fhall  never  complain  while  I  am  happy  in  fuch  noble 
defenders,  and  in  fuch  contemptible  opponents.  May 
their  envy  and  ill-nature  ever  incrcafe,  to  the  glory 
and  pleafure  of  thofe  they  would  injure ;  may  they 
reprefent  me  what  they  will,  as  long  as  you  think 
me,  what  I  am, 

Your,  &c. 

*  They  were  Mr.  Pope's  writing  the  ironical  compa- 
rifon  bc.wjtn  his  and  Phi'.ips's  Pallorals,  in  the  Cuar- 
J.an. 

LET- 
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LETTER    XVIH. 

July  13,  1714. 

YOU  mention  the  account  I  gave  you  fome 
time  ago  of  the  things  which  Philips  faid  in 
his  foolifhnefs :  but  I  can't  tell  from  any  thing  in 
your  letter,  whether  you  received  a  long  one  from 
me  about  a  fortnight  fmce.  It  was  principally  in- 
tended to  thank  you  for  the,  laft  obliging  favour  you 
did  me ;  and  perhaps  for  that  reafon  you  pafs  it  in 
filence.  I  there  laufich'd  into  fome  account  of  my 
temporal  affairs,  and  intend  now  to  give  you  fome 
hints  of  my  fpiritual.  The  conclufion  of  your  let- 
ter draws  this  upon  you,  where  you  tell  me  you 
prayed  for  me.  Your  proceeding,  Sir,  is  contrary 
to  that  of  moft  other  friends,  who  never  talk  of 
praying  for  a  man  after  they  have  done  him  a  fer- 
vice,  but  only  when  they  will  do  him  none.  No- 
thing can  be  more  kind  than  the  hint  you  give  me  of 
the  vanity  of  human  fciences,  which,  I  afliire  you, 
I  am  daily  more  convinced  of;  and  indeed  I  have, 
for  fome  years  paft,  look'd  upon  all  of  them  no  bet- 
ter than  amufements.  To  make  them  the  ultimate 
end  of  ourpurfuit,  is  a  miferable  and  fhort  ambition, 
which  will  drop  from  us  at  every  little  difappoint- 
ment  here,  and  even,  in  cafe  of  no  difappointments 
here,  will  infallibly  defert  us  hereafter.  The  utmoft 
fame  they  are  capable  of  beftowing,  is  never  worth 
the  pains  they  coft  us,  and  the  time  they  lofe  us.  If 
you  attain  the  top  of  your  defires  that  way,  all  thofe 
who  envy  you  will  do  you  harm  ;  and  of  thofe  who 
admire  you,  few  will  do  you  good.  The  unfuccefs- 
ful  writers  are  your  declared  enemies,  and  probably 
the  fucccfiful  your  fecret  ones  :  for  thofe  hate  not 
more  to  be  excell'd,  than  thefe  to  be  rival'd :  And  at 
the  upfhot,  after  a  life  of  perpetual  application,  you 
refledt  that  you  have  been  doing  nothing  for  your- 

felf, 
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fclf,  and  that  the  fame  or  lefs  induftry  might  have 
gain'd  you  a  friendfhip  that  can  never  deceive  or 
end,  a  fatisfaclion,  which  praife  cannot  bcftow  nor 
vanity  feel,  and  a  glory,  which  (tho*  in  one  refpedt 
like  fame,  not  to  be  had  till  after  death)  yet/hall  be 
felt  and  enjoy'd  to  eternity.     Thefe,  dear  Sir,  are 
unfeignedly  my  fentiments,  whenever  I  think  at  all : 
for  half  the  things  that  employ  our  heads  deferve  not 
the  name  of  thoughts,  they  are  only  ftronger  dreams 
of  impreflions  upon  the  imagination  :  our  fchemes 
of  government,    our  fyftems  of  philofophy,    our 
golden  worlds  of  poetry,  are  all  but  fo  many  fha- 
dowy  images,  and  airy  profpe6ts,  which  arife  to  us 
but  fo  much  the  livelier  and  more  frequent,  as  we 
are  more  overcaft  with  the  darknefs,  and  diflurbed 
with  the  fumes,  of  human  vanity. 

The  fame  thing  that  makes  old  men  willing  to 
leave  this  world,  makes  me  willing  to  leave  poetry, 
long  habit,  and  wearinefs  of  the  fame  track.  Ho- 
mer will  work  a  cure  upon  me ;  fifteen  thoufand 
verfes  are  equivalent  to  fourfcore  years,  to  make  one 
old  in  rhyme  :  and  I  fhould  be  forry  and  afhamed, 
to  go  on  jingling  to  the  laft  ftep,  like  a  waggoner's 
horfe,  in  the  fame  road,  and  fo  leave  my  bells  to 
the  next  filly  animal  that  will  be  proud  of  them. 
That  man  makes  a  mean  figure  in  the  eyes  of  Rea- 
fon,  who  is  meafuring  fyllables  and  coupling  rhymes, 
when  he  mould  be  mending  his  own  foul,  and  fe- 
curing  his  own  immortality.  If  I  had  not  this  opi- 
nion, I  (hould  be  unworthy  even  of  thofe  fmall  and 
limited  parts  which  God  has  given  me  i  and  un- 
worthy of  the  friendftjip  of  fuch  a  man  as  you.  I 
am  Your,  &c. 


LET- 
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LETTER    XIX. 

July  25,  1714* 

I  Have  no  better  excufe  to  offer  you,  that  I  have 
omitted  a  tafk  naturally  fo  pleding  to  me  as  con- 
verfing  upon  paper  with  you,  but  that  my  time  and 
eyes    have    been    wholly   employ'd    upon   Homer, 
whom,  I  almoft  fear,  I  (hall  find  but  one  way  of 
imitating,  which  is,  in  hisblindnefs.  I  am  perpetual- 
ly afflicted  with  head-achs,  that  very  much  affect  my 
fight,  and  indeed  fmce  my  coming  hither  I  have 
icarce  pad  an  hour  agreeably,  except  that  in  which 
1  read  your  letter.      I  would  ferioufly  have  you  think, 
you  have  no  man  who  more  truly  knows  to  place  a 
light  value  on   your  friendfhip,  than  he  who  leaft 
deferves  it  on  all  other  accounts  than  his  due  fenfe 
of  it.     But,  let  me  tell  you,  you  can  hardly  guefs 
what  a  tafk  you  undertake,  when  you  profefs  your- 
felf  my  friend  ;  there  are  ibme  Tories  who  will  take 
you  for  a  Whig,  fome  Whigs  who  will  take  you  for 
a  Tory,  fome  Proteftants  who  will  efteem  you  a 
rank  Papift,  and  fome  Papifts  who  will  account  you 
u  Heretic. 

I  find  by  dear  experience,  we  live  in  an  age, 
where  it  is  criminal  to  be  moderate  j  and  where  no 
one  man  can  be  allow'd  to  be  juft  to  all  men.  The 
notions  of  right  and  wrong  are  fo  far  ftrain'd,  that 
perhaps  to  be  in  the  right  fo  very  violently,  may  be 
of  worfe  confequence  than  to  be  eafily  and  quietly 
in  the  wrong.  I  really  wifh  all  men  fo  well,  that, 
J  am  fatisfied,  but  few  can  wifh  me  fo  ;  but  if  thofa 
few  are  fuch  as  tell  me  they  do,  I  am  content,  for 
they  are  the  beft  people  I  know.  While  you  believe 
me  what  I  profefs  as  to  religion,  I  can  bear  any 
thing  the  bigottcd  may  fay ;  while  Mr.  Congreve 
likes  my  poetry,  I  can  endure  Dennis,  and  a  thou- 
•fand  more  like  him  j  while  the  moft  honeft  and  mo- 
ral 
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fal  of  each  party  think  me  no  ill  man,  I  can  eafily 
bear  that  the  moft  violent  and  mad  of  all  parties  rife 
up  to  throw  dirt  at  me. 

1  muft  expect  an  hundred  attacks  upon  the  pub- 
lication of  my  Homer.  Whoever  in  our  times 
would  be  a  profeflbr  of  learning  above  his  fellows, 
ought  at  the  very  firft  to  enter  the  world  with  the 
conftancy  and  refolution  of  a  primitive  Chriftian, 
and  be  prepared  to  fuffer  all  fort  of  public  perfecu- 
tion.  It  is  certainly  to  be  lamented,  that  if  any 
man  does  but  endeavour  to  diftinguifh  himfelf,  or 
gratify  others  by  his  ftudies,  he  is  immediately  treat- 
ed as  a  common  enemy,  inftead  of  being  looked 
upon  as  a  common  friend  ;  and  aflauked  as  gene- 
rally as  if  his  whole  defign  were  to  prejudice  tl»e 
State  or  ruin  the  Public.  I  -will  venture  to  fay,  na 
man  ever  rofe  to  any  degree  of  perfection  in  writing, 
but  thro'  obftinacy,  and  an  inveterate  refolution 
againft  the  ftream  of  mankind  :  So  that  if  the  world 
has  received  any  benefit  from  the  labours  of  the 
learned,  it  was  in  its  own  defpite.  For  when  firfl 
they  eflay  their  parts,  all  people  in  general  are  pre- 
judiced againft  new  beginners  ;  and  when  they  have 
got  a  little  above  contempt,  then  fome  particular 
perfons,  who  were  before  unfortunate  in  their  own 
attempts,  arefworn  foes  to  them  only  becaufe  they 
Aicceed. — Upon  the  whole,  one  may  fay  of  Jthe  beft 
writers,  that  they  pay  a  fevere  fine  for  their  fame, 
which  it  is  always  in  the  power  of  the  moft  worth- 
lefs  part  of  mankind  to  levy  upon  them  when  they 
plcafe. 

I  am,  &c, 


L  E  T- 
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LETTER    XX. 

To  Mr.  J  E  R  v  A  s. 

July  28,  1714. 

I  AM  jufl  enter'd  upon  the  old  way  of  life  again, 
fleep  and  mufing.  It  is  my  employment  to  revive 
the  old  of  paft  ages  to  the  prefent,  as  it  is  yours  to 
tranfmit  the  young  of  the  prefent,  to  the  future.  I 
am  copying  the  great  mafter  in  one  art,  with  the 
fame  love  and  diligence  with  which  the  Painters 
hereafter  will  copy  you  in  another. 

Thus  I  fhould  begin  my  Epiflle  to  you,  if  it  were 
a  Dedicatory  one.  But  as  it  is  a  friendly  letter,  you 
are  to  find  nothing  mention'd  in  your  own  praife  but 
what  one  only  in  the  world  is  witnefs  to,  your  par- 
ticular good-natur'd  offices  to  me. 

I  am  cut  out  from  any  thing  but  common  ac- 
knowledgments, or  common  difcourfe :  The  firft 
you  would  take  ill,  though  I  told  but  half  what  I 
ought :  fo  in  fhort  the  laft  only  remains. 

And  as  for  the  laft,  what  can  you  expecl:  from  a 
man  who  has  not  talk'd  thefe  five  days  ?  who  is  with- 
drawing his  thoughts  as  far  as  he  can,  from  all  the 
prefent  world,  its  cuftoms,  and  its  manners,  to  be 
fully  poflefs'd  and  abforpt  in  the  paft  ?  When  people 
talk  of  going  to  Church,  I  think  of  facrificcs  and 
libations  ;  when  I  fee  the  parfon,  I  addrefs  him  as 
Chryfes  prieft  of  Apollo  ;  and  inftead  of  the  Lord's 
prayer,  I  begin, 

God  of  tbeftlvfr  Bow,  &c. 

While  you  in  the  world  are  concerned  about  the 
Proteftant  Succeflion,  I  confider  only  how  Menelaus 
may  recover  Helen,  and  the  Trojan  war  be  put  to  a 
fpeedy  conclufton  I  never  inquire  if  the  Queen  be 
well  or  not,  but  heartily  with  to  be  at  Hector's  fu- 
i  neral. 
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neral.  The  only  things  I  regard  in  this  life,  are 
whether  my  friends  are  well  ?  whether  my  Tranfla- 
tion  go  well  on  ?  whether  Dennis  be  writing  criti- 
cifms  ?  whether  any  body  will  anfwer  him,  fince  L 
don't  ?  and  whether  Lintot  be  not  yet  broke  ? 

I  am,  &c. 


LETTER    XXI. 
To  the  fame. 

Aug.  1 6,  1714. 

I  Thank  you  for  your  good  offices,  which  are  num- 
berlefs.     Homer  advances  fo  faft,  that  he  begins 
to  look  about  for  the  ornaments  he  is  to  appear  in, 
like  a  modiih  modern  author, 

Pifture  in  the  front ', 
With  ba\s  and  wicked  rhyme  upont. 

I  have  the  greated  proof  in  nature  at  prefent  of  the 
amufing  power  of  Poetry,  for  it  takes  me  up  fo  en- 
tirely, that  I  fcarce  fee  what  pafTes  under  my  nofe, 
and  hear  nothing  that  is  faid  about  me.  To  follow 
poetry  as  one  ought,  one  muft  forget  father  and  mo- 
ther, and  cleave  to  it  alone.  My  Reverie  has  been 
fo  deep,  that  I  have  fcarce  had  an  interval  to  think 
myfclf  uneafy  in  the  want  of  your  company.  I 
now  and  then  juft  mifs  you  as  I  ftep  into  bed ;  this 
minute  indeed  I  want  extremely  to  fee  you,  the  next 
I  mall  dream  of  nothing  but  the  taking  of  Troy,  or 
the  recovery  of  Brifeis. 

I  fancy  no  friendfhip  is  fo  likely  to  prove  lafting 
as  ours,  becaufe,  I  am  pretty  fure,  there  never  was 
a  friendfhip  of  fo  cafy  a  nature.  We  neither  of  us 
demand  any  mighty  things  from  each  other  ;  what 
Vanity  we  have  expects  its  gratification  from  other 
people.  It  is  not  I,  that  am  to  tell  you  what  an 

VOL.  VII,  P  Artift 
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Artifl  you  are,  nor  is  it  you  that  are  to  tell  me  what 
a  Poet  I  am ;  but  'tis  from  the  world  abroad  we 
hope,  (pioufly  hope)  to  hcarthefe  things.  At  home 
ye  follow  our  bufmefs,  when  we  have  any  ;  and 
think  and  talk  nioft  of  each  other  when  we  have 
none.  'Tis  not  unlike  the  happy  friendfhip  of  a 
ilay'd  man  and  his  wife,  who  are  feldom  fo  fond  as 
to  hinder  the  bufmefs  of  the  houfe  from  going  on  all 
day,  or  fo  indolent  as  not  to  find  confolation  in  each 
other  every  evening.  Thus  well-meaning  couples 
hold  in  amity  to  the  laft,  by  not  expelling  too  much 
from  human  nature ;  while  romantic  friendftiips,  like 
violent  loves,  begin  with  difquiets,  proceed  tojea- 
loufies,  and  conclude  in  animofities.  I  have  lived 
to  fee  the  fierce  advancement,  the  fudden  turn,  and 
the  abrupt  period,  of  three  or  four  of  thcfe  enor- 
mous friendfhips,  and  am  perfectly  convinced  of  the 
truth  of  a  maxim  we  once  agreed  in,  that  nothing 
hinders  the  conflant  agreement  of  people  who  live 
together,  but  merely  vanity ;  a  fecret  infifting  upon 
what  they  think  their  dignity  of  merit,  and  an  in- 
ward expectation  of  fuch  an  Over-meafure  of  defe- 
rence and  regard,  as  anfwers  to  their  own  extrava- 
gant falfe  fcale  j  and  which  no  body  can  pay,  bccaufe 
none  but  themfelves  can  tell,  exaftly,  to  what  pitch 
it  amounts. 

I  am,  &c. 


LETTER    XXII. 
Mr.  J  E  R  v  A  s  to  Mr.  POPE. 

Aug.  20,  1714. 

I  Have  a  particular  to  tell  you  at  this  time,  which 
plcafes  me  fo  much,  that  you  muft  expect  a  more 
than  ordinary  alacrity  in  every  turn.     You  know  I 

could 
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could  keep  you  in  fufpence  for  twenty  lines,  but  I 
will  tell  you  direclly,  that  Mr.  Addifon  and  I  have 
had  a  converfation,  that  it  would  have  been  worth 
your  while  to  have  been  placed  behind  the  wainfcot, 
or  behind  fome  half-length  picture,  to  have  heard. 
He  afTur'd  me,  that  he  would  make  ufe  not  only  of 
his  intereft,  but  of  his  art  to  do  you  fome  fervice  ; 
he  did  not  mean  his  art  of  poetry,  but  his  art  at 
Court ;  and  he  is  fenfiblc  that  nothing  can  have  a 
better  air  for  himfelf  than  moving  in  your  favour, 
efpecially  fince  infmuations  were  fpread,  that  he  did 
not  care  you  fljould  profper  too  much  as  a  poet.  He 
protefts  that  it  fhall  not  be  his  fault,  if  there  is  not 
the  heft  intelligence  in  the  world,  and  the  moft 
hearty  fricndfhip,  &c.  He  owns,  he  was  afraid 
Dr.  Swift  might  have  carried  you  too  far  among  the 
enemy,  during  the  heat  of  the  animofity  ;  but  now 
all  is  fafe,  and  you  are  efcap'd  even  in  his  opinion. 
I  promis'd  in  your  name,  like  a  good  Godfather,  not 
that  you  mould  renounce  the  devil  and  all  his  woiks, 
but  that  you  would  be  delighted  to  find  him  your 
friend  merely  for  his  own  fake  j  therefore  prepare 
yourfelf  for  fome  civilities. 

I  have  doneHomcr'shead,fhadow'd  and  heighten'd 
carefully;  and  I  inclofe  the  out-line  of  the  fame 
lize,  that  you  may  determine  whether  you  would 
have  it  fo  large,  or  reduced  to  make  room  for  feuil- 
lage  or  laurel  round  the  oval,  or  about  the  fquare  of 
the  Bufto  ?  perhaps  there  is  fomething  more  folemn 
in  the  image  itfelf,  if  I  can  get  it  well  perform'd. 

If  I  have  been  inftrumental  in  bringing  you  and 
Mr.  Addifon  together  with  all  fincerity,  I  value  my- 
felf  upon  it  as  an  acceptable  piece  of  fervice  to  fuch 
a  one  as  I  know  you  to  be. 

Your,  &c. 

P  z  LET- 
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LETTER    XXIH. 
Mr.  Pop  E  's  Anfwer. 

Aug.  27,  1714. 

I  AM  juft  arrived  from  Oxford,  very  well  divert- 
ed and  entertain'd  there.     Every  one  is  much 
concerned  for  the  Queen's  death.     No  panegyrics 
ready  yet  for  the  King. 

I  admire  your  whig- principles  of  refiftance  ex- 
ceedingly, in  the  fpirit  of  the  Barcelonians :  I  join 
in  your  wifh  for  them.  Mr.  Addifon's  verfes  on 
Liberty,  in  his  letter  from  Italy,  would  be  a  good 
form  of  prayer  in  my  opinion,  O  Liberty  !  tbou  God- 
defs  heavenly  bright  !  &c. 

What  you  mention  of  the  friendly  office  you  en- 
deavour'd  to  do  betwixt  Mr.  Addifon  and  me,  de- 
ferves  acknowledgments  on  my  part.  You  thorough- 
ly know  my  regard  to  his  character,  and  my  pro- 
penfity  to  teftify  it  by  all  ways  in  my  power.  You 
as  thoroughly  know  the  fcandalous  meannefs  of  that 
proceeding  which  was  ufed  by  Philips,  to  make  a 
man  I  fo  highly  value,  fufpedt  my  difpofitions  to- 
ward him.  But  as,  after  all,  Mr.  Addifon  muft  be 
the  judge  rn  what  regards  himfelf,  and  has  feem'd 
to  be  no  very  juft  one  to  me  ;  fo,  I  muft  own  to  you, 
I  expect  nothing  but  civility  from  him,  how  much 
foever  I  wifh  for  his  friendfhip.  As  for  any  offices 
of  real  kindnefs  or  fervice  which  it  is  in  his  power 
to  do  me,  I  fhould  be  afhamed  to  receive  them  from 
any  man  who  had  no  better  opinion  of  my  Morals, 
than  to  think  me  a  Party-man  :  nor  of  my  Temper, 
than  to  believe  me  capable  of  maligning,  or  envy- 
ing another's  reputation  as  a  poet.  So  I  leave  it  to 
time  to  convince  him  as  to  both,  to  fhew  him  the 
(hallow  depths  of  thofe  half-witted  creatures  who 
mil-inform'd  him,  and  to  prove  that  I  am  incapable 

of 
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of  endeavouring  to  leflen  a  perfon  whom  I  would  be 
proud  to  imitate,  and  therefore  afham'd  to  flatter. 
In  a  word,  Mr.  Addifon  is  fure  of  my  refpeft  at  all 
times,  and  of  my  real  frtendmip  whenever  he  (hall 
think  fit  to  know  me  for  what  I  am. 

For  all  that  pafs'd  betwixt  Dr.  Swift  and  me,  you 
know  the  whole  (without  referve)  of  our  cor- 
refpondence.  The  engagements  I  had  to  him  were 
fuch  as  the  aclual  fervices  he  had  done  me,  in  rela- 
tion to  the  fubfcription  for  Homer,  obliged  me  to, 
I  muft  have  leave  to  be  grateful  to  him,  and  to  any 
one  who  ferves  me,  let  him  be  never  fo  obnoxious 
to  any  party :  nor  did  the  Tory-party  ever  put  me 
to  the  hardfhip  of  afking  this  leave,  which  is  the 
greateft  obligation  I  owe  to  it;  and  I  expect  no 
greater  from  the  Whig-party  than  the  fame  liberty. 
— A  curfe  on  the  word  Party,  which  I  have  been 
forced  to  ufe  fo  often  in  this  period  !  I  wifli  the  pre- 
fent  reign  may  put  an  end  to  the  diftinclion,  that 
there  may  be  no  other  for  the  future  than  that  of 
Honeft  and  Knave,  Fool  and  Man  of  fenfe ;  thefc 
two  forts  muft  always  be  enemies  j  but  for  the  reft, 
may  all  people  do  as  you  and  I,  believe  what  they 
pleafe,  and  be  friends. 

I  am,  &c. 


LETTER    XXIV. 
To  the  Earl  ofHALLiFAx*. 

My  LORD,  Dec.  f,  1714. 

I  AM  obliged  to  you  both  for  the  favours  you  have 
done  me,  and  for  thofe  you  intend  me.     I  diftruft 
neither  your  will  nor  your  memory,  when  it  is  to 

*  See  the  note  O'i  v.  1 16.  of  his  Imit,  of  thefirft  Sa- 
tire, Book  ii.  of  Horace. 

P  t  do 
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do  good  :  and  if  ever  I  become  troublefome  or  fo- 
licitous,  it  muft  not  be  out  of  expectation,  but  out 
of  gratitude.  Your  Lordfhip  may  either  caufe  me 
to  live  agreeably  in  the  town,  or  contentedly  in  the 
country,  which  is  really  all  the  difference  I  fet  be- 
tween an  eafy  fortune  and  a  fmall  one.  It  is  indeed 
a  high  {train  of  generofity  in  you,  to  think  of  mak- 
ing me  eafy  all  my  life,  only  becaufe  I  have  been  fo 
happy  as  to  divert  you  fome  few  hours :  but  if  I  may 
have  leave  to  add,  it  is  becaufe  you  think  me  no 
enemy  to  my  native  country,  there  will  appear  a 
better  reafon ;  for  I  muft  of  c  onfequence  be  very 
much  (as  I  fmcerely  am) 

Yours,  &c. 


*  L  E  T  T  E  R    XXV. 
Dr.  PA  R  N  E  L  L  B  to  Mr.  POPE. 

I  AM  writing  you  a  long  letter,  but  all  the  te- 
dioufnefs  I  feel  in  it  is,  that  it  makes  me  during 
the  time  think  more  intently  of  my  being  far  from 
you.  I  fancy,  if  I  were  with  you,  I  could  remove 
fome  of  the  uneafmefs  which  you  may  have  felt  from 
the  oppofition  of  the  world,  and  which  you  fhould 
be  amamed  to  feel,  fince  it  is  but  the  testimony 
which  one  part  of  it  gives  you  that  your  merit  is 
unquestionable.  What  would  you  have  otherwife, 
from  ignorance,  envy,  or  thofc  tempers  which  vie 
with  you  in  your  own  way  ?  I  know  this,  in  man- 
kind, that  when  our  ambition  is  unable  to  attain  its 
end,  it  is  not  only  wearied,  but  exafperated  too  af 
the  vanity  of  its  labours  j  then  we  fpeak  ill  of  hap- 

*  This,  and  the  three  Extrafls  following,  concerning 
the  Tranflation  ©f  the  hrft  Iliad,  fet  on  foot  by  Mr.  Aa- 
difon,  Mr.  Pope  has  omitted  in  his  hrft  Edition.  P. 

pier 
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pier  ftudies,  and  Jighing  condemn  the   excellence 
which  we  find  above  our  reach  • 

My  *  Zoilus,  which  you  us'd  to  write  about,  I 
fmifh'd  laft  fpring,  and  left  in  town.  I  waited  till 
I  came  up  to  fend  it  you,  but  not  arriving  here  be- 
fore your  book  was  out,  imagin'd  it  a  loft  piece  of 
labour.  If  you  will  ftill  have  it,  you  need  only 
write  me  word. 

I  have  here  feen  the  Firft  Book  of  Homer  f,  which 
came  out  at  a  time  when  it  could  not  but  appear  as 
a  kind  of  fetting  up  againft  you.  My  opinion  is, 
that  you  may,  if  you  pleafe,  give  them  thanks  who 
writ  it.  Neither  the  numbers  nor  the  fpirit  have  an 
equal  maftery  with  yours;  but  what  furprizes  me 
more  is,  that,  a  fcholar  being  concerned,  there  mould 
happen  to  be  fome  miftakes  in  the  author's  fcnfe ; 
fuch  as  putting  thejight  of  Pallas's  eyes  into  the  eyes 
of  Achilles,  making  the  taunt  of  Achilles  to  Aga- 
memnon (that  he  mould  have  the  fpoils  when  Troy 
mould  be  taken)  to  be  a  cool  and  ferious  propofal ; 
the  tranflating  what  you  call  Ablution  by  the  word 
offals,  and  fo  leaving  Water  out  of  the  rite  of  luftra- 
tion,  &c.  but  you  muft  have  taken  notice  of  all  this 
before.  I  write  not  to  inform  you,  but  to  fliew  I 
always  have  you  at  heart. 

I  am,  &c. 

*  Printed  for  B.  Lintot,  1 7  s  * .  8  °,  and  afterwards  added 
to  the  laft  edition  of  his  poems. 

t  Written  by  Mr.  Addifon,  and  pablifhed  in  the  name 
of  Mr,  Tickcll. 


L  E  T> 
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Extraa  from  a  L  E  T  T  E  R  of  the  Rev; 
Dr.  BERKLEY,  Dean  ot  London-deny. 

July  7, 17  15. 

—  Some  days  ago,  three  or  four  gentlemen  and  my- 
felf,  exerting  that  right  which  all  readers  pretend  to 
over  authors,  fate  in  judgment  upon  the  two  new 
Tranflations  of  the  firft  Iliad.  Without  partiality 
to  my  countrymen,  I  afliire  you,  they  all  gave  the 
preference  where  it  was  due  ;  being  unanimoufly 
of  opinion,  that  yours  was  equally  juft  to  the  fenfe 
with  Mr.  — 's,  and  without  comparifon  more  eafy, 
more  poetical-  and  more  fublime.  But  I  will  fay 
no  more  on  fuch  a  thre«id-bare  fubject,  as  your  late 
performance  is  at  this  time. 

I  am,  &c. 


Extract  from  aLETTER  of 
Mr.   GAY    to    Mr.   POPE. 

July  8,  1715. 

—  I  have  juftfet  down  Sir  Samuel  Garth  attheOpera. 
He  bid  me  tell  you,  that  every  body  is  pleas'd  with 
your  tranflation,  but  a  few  at  Button's  ;  and  that  Sir 
Richard  Steele  told  him,  that  Mr.  Addifon  faid  the 
other  tranflation  was  the  beft  that  ever  was  in  any 
language  *.  He  treated  me  with  extreme  civility, 
and  out  of  kindnefs  gave  me  a  fqueeze  by  the  fore 
finger. — 1  am  inform'd  that  at  Button's  your  cha- 

*  Sir  Richard  Steele  afterwards,  in  his  Preface  to  an 
Edition  of  the  Drummer,  a  Comedy  by  Mr.  Addiion, 
{hews  it  to  be  his  opinion,  that  "  Mr.  Addifon  himfelf 
«'  was  the  perfon  who  tranflated  this  book."  P. 

radcr 
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rafter  is  made  very  free  with  as  to  Morals,  &c.  and 
Air.  Addifon  fays,  that  your  translation  and  Tickel's 
are  both  very  well  done,  but  that  the  latter  has  more 
of  Homer. 

I  am,  &c. 


Extraa  from  aLETTER  of 
Dr.  AaBUTHNOTto  Mr.  POPE. 

July  9,  1715. 

—  I  congratulate  you  upon  Mr.  T*  's  firft  book.  It 
does  not  indeed  want  its  merit ;  but  1  was  ftrangely 
difappointed  in  my  expe&ation  of  a  tranflation  nice- 
]y  true  to  the  Original ;  whereas  in  thofe  parts 
where  the  greateft  exa&nefs  fcems  to  be  demanded, 
he  has  been  the  leaft  careful,  I  mean  the  hirtory  of 
ancient  ceremonies  and  rites,  &c.  in  which  you  have 
with  great  judgment  been  exact. 

I  am,  &c. 


* 


LETTER    XXVI. 

Mr.   POPE   to  the  Honourable   J  A  M  i  s 
C  R  A  G  G  s,  Efq. 

July  15,1715- 

I  Lay  hold  of  the  opportunity  given  me  by  my 
Lord  Duke  of  Shrewfbury,  to  aflu re  you  of  the 
continuance  of  that  efteem  and  affc&ion  I  have  long 
born  you,  rnd  the  memory  of  fo  many  agreeable 
converfations  as  we  have  pafs'd  together.  I  wifli  it 
were  a  compliment  to  fay,  fuch  converfations  as  are 
not  to  be  found  on  this  fide  of  the  water :  for  the 
Spirit  of  diftenfion  is  gone  forth  among  us :  nor  is 

it 
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It  a  wonder  that  Button's  is  no  longer  Button's, 
when  old  England  is  no  longer  old  England,  that 
region  of  hofpitality,  fociety,  and  good  humour. 
Party  uffedh  us  all,  even  the  wits,  tho'  they  gain  as 
Kttlc  by  politics  as  they  do  by  their  wit.  We  talk 
much  of  fine  fenfe,  refin'd  fenfe,  and  exalted  fenfe  ; 
but  for  ufe  and  happinefs,  give  me  a  little  common 
fenfe.  I  fay  this  in  regard  to  fome  gentlemen,  pro- 
fefs'd  Wits  of  our  acquaintance,  who  fancy  they 
can  make  'Poetry  of  confequenee  at  this  time  of 
day,  in  the  midft  of  this  raging  fit  of  Politics.  For, 
they  tell  me,  the  bufy  part  of  the  nation  are  not 
more  divided  about  Whig  and  Tory,  thanthefe  idle 
fellows  of  the  feather  about  Mr.  T*'s  and  my 
Tranflation.  I  (like  the  Tories)  have  the  town  in 
general,  that  is  the  mob,  on  my  fide  ;  but  it  is  ufual 
with  the  fmaller  party  to  make  up  in  induftry  what 
they  want  in  number,  and  that  is  the  cafe  with  the 
little  Senate  of  Cato;  However,  if  our  principles 
be  well  cojifiderM,  I  inuft  appear  a  brave  Whig,  and 
Mr.  T.  a- rank  Tory  ;  I  tranflated  Homer  for  the 
public  in  general,  he  to  gratify  the  inordinate  defires 
of  one- mail  only.  We  have,  it  feems,  a  great  Turk  • 
in  poetry,  who  can  never  bear  a  brother  on  the 
tli rone  ;  and"  has  his  mutes  too,  a  fett  of  nodders, 
winkers,  and  whifperers,  whofe  bufinefsis  toftran- 
gle  all  other  offsprings  of  wit  in  their  birth.  The 
new  translator  of  Homer  is  the  humbleft  fiavehehas, 
that  is  to  fay,  his  firft  Minifter ;  let  him  receive  the 
honours  he  gives  me,  but  receive  them  with  fear  and 
trembling ;  let  him  be  proud  of  the  approbation  of 
his  abfolute  Lord,  I  appeal  to  the  people,  as  my 
rightful  judges  and  matters  ;  and  if  they  are  not  in- 
clined to  condemn  me,  I  fear  no  arbitrary  high-fly- 
ing proceeding  from  the  fmall  Court-faclion  at  But- 
ton's. But  after  all  I  have  faid  of  this  great  man, 
there  H  no  rupture  between  us.  We  are  each  of  us 
fo  civil  and  obliging,  that  neither  thinks  he  is  ob- 
liged: 
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ligcd  :  And  I,  for  my  part,  treat  with  him,  as  wr 
do  with  the  Grand  Monarch  ;  who  has  too  many 
great  qualities  not  to  be  refpecled,  though  we  know 
he  watches  any  occafion  to  opprefs  us  *. 

When  I  talk  of  Homer,  I  muft  not  forget  the  early 
prefent  you  made  me  of  Monfieur  de  la  Motte's 
book  :  And  I  can't  conclude  this  letter  without  tell- 
ing you  a  melancholy  piece  of  news,  which  affects 
our  very  entrails,  L*  is  dead,  and  foupes  are  no 
more  !  You  fee  I  write  in  the  old  familiar  way. 
"  This  is  not  to  the  minifter,  but  to  the  friend  f." 
However,  it  is  fome  mark  of  uncommon  regard  to 
the  minifter  that  I  fteal  an  expreffion  from  a  Secre- 
tary of  State. 

I  am,  &c. 


LETTER    XXVII. 
To  Mr.   CONG  REV  E, 

Jan.  «6,  1714-15. 

MEthinks  when  I  write  to  you,  I  am  making 
a  confeffion  j  I  have  got  (I  can't  tell  how) 
fuch  a  cuilom  of  throwing  myfelf  out  upon  paper 
without  referve.  You  were  not  miftaken  in  what 
you  judged  of  my  temper  of  mind  when  I  writ  laft. 
My  faults  will  not  be  hid  from  you,  and  perhaps  it 
is  no  difpraife  to  me  that  they  will  not :  the  clean- 
nefs  and  purity  of  one's  mind  is  never  better  proved, 
than  in  difcovering  its  own  fault  at  firft  view  ;  as 
when  a  ftream  (hews  the  dirt  at  its  bottom,  it  ihews 
alfo  the  tranfparency,of  the  water. 

*  We  find  here  moft  of  the  fentiments  he  focn  after 
put  into  verfe  on  this  occafion. 

|   Alluding  to  St.  John's  Letter  to  Pri  >r,  publifheJ  in 
the  Revolt  of  the  Seer  tt  Commit  fee. 

My 
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My  fpleen  was  not  occafioned,  however,  by  any 
tiling  an  abufive  angry  critic  could  write  of  me.  I 
take  very  kindly  your  heroic  manner  of  congratula- 
tion upon  this  fcandal  ;  for  J  think  nothing  more 
honourable,  than  to  be  involved  in  the  fame  fate 
with  all  the  great  and  the  good  that  ever  lived  ;  that 
is,  to  be  envied  and  cenfured  by  bad  writers. 

You  do  no  more  than  anfwer  my  expectations  of 
you,  in  declaring  how  well  you  take  my  freedom, 
in  fometimes  neglecting,  as  I  do,  to  reply  to  your 
letters  fo  foon  as  I  ought.  Thofewho  have  a  right 
tafte  of  the  fubftantial  part  of  friendship,  can  wave 
the  ceremonial :  a  friend  is  the  only  one  that  will 
bear  the  omiffion  ;  and  one  may  find  who  is  notfo, 
by  the  very  trial  of  it. 

As  to  any  anxiety  I  have  concerning  the  fate  of 
my  Homer,  the  care  is  over  with  me :  the  world 
muft  be  the  judge,  and  I  fhall  be  the  firft  to  confent 
to  the  juftice  of  its  judgment,  whatever  it  be.  I  am 
not  fo  arrant  an  Author  as  even  to  defire,  that  if  I 
am  in  die  wrong,  all  mankind  fhould  be  fo. 

I  am  mightily  pleas'd  with  a  faying  of  Monfieur 
Tourreil :  "  When  a  man  writes,  he  ought  to  ani- 
"  mate  himfelf  with  the  thoughts  of  pleafmg  all 
"  the  world  :  but  he  is  to  renounce  that  defire  or 
"  hope,  the  very  moment  the  book  goes  out  of  hi$ 
«  hands." 

I  write  this  from  Kinficld,  whither  I  came  yefter- 
day,  having;  pafs'd  a  few  clays  in  my  way  with  my 
Lord  Bolingbroke ;  I  go  to  London  in  three  days 
time,  and  will  not  fail  to  pay  a  vifit  to  Mr.  M — , 
whom  I  faw  not  long  fince  at  my  Lord  Halifax's. 
I  hoped  from  thence  he  had  fome  hopes  of  advantage 
from  the  prefent  adminiftration  :  for  few  people  (I 
think)  but  I,  pay  rcfpc&s  to  great  men  without  any 
profpefts.  I  am  in  the  fairett  way  in  the  world  of 
not  being  worth  a  groat,  being  born  both  a  Pa- 
pift  and  a  Poet.  This  puts  me  in  mind  of  re-acknow- 
ledging 
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lodging  your  continued  endeavours  to  enrich  me. 
But,  I  can  trf!  you,  'tis  to  no  purpofe,  for  without 
the  Opes,  aquum  mi  animum  ipfe  parabo. 


LETTER    XXVIII. 
To   Mr.  CONGREVE. 

March  19,  i  714-1  £. 

THE  Farce  of  the  What-d'ye-call  it*  has  oc- 
cafioned  many  different  fpecuiations  in  the 
town.     Some  leok'd  upon  it  as  a  mere  jeft  upon  the 
Tragic  poets,  others  as  a  fatire  upon  the  late  War. 
Mr.  Cromwell,  hearing  none  of  the  words,  and  fee- 
ing the  action  to  be  tragical \  was  much  aftonifhed 
to  find  the  audience  laugh  ;  and  fays  the  Prince  and 
Princefs  muft  doubtlefs  be  under  no  lefs  amazement 
on  the  fame  account.     Several  templars  and  others 
of  the  more  vociferous  kind  of  critics,  went  with  a 
refolution  to  hifs,  and  confefs'd  they  were  forced  to 
laugh  fo  much,  that  they  forgot  the  defign  they  came 
with.     The  Court  in  general  has  in  a  very  particular 
manner  come  into  the  jeft,  and  the  three  firft  nights 
(notwithftanding  two  of  them  were  court-nights) 
were  diftinguimed  by  very  full  audiences  of  the  firft 
Quality.     The  common  people  of  the  pit  and  gal- 
lery received  it  at  firft  with  great  gravity  and  fedate- 
nefs,  fome  few  with  tears  ;  but  after  the  third  day 
they  alfo  took  the  hint,  and  have  ever  fince  been  ve- 
ry loud  in  their  claps.     There  are  (till  fonte  fober 
men  who  cannot  be  of  the  general  opinion  ;  but  the 
laughers  are  fo  much  the  majority,  that  one  or  two 
critics  feem  determined  to  undeceive  the  town  at  their 
proper  coft,  by  writing  grave  diflertations  againft  it : 
to  encourage  them  in  which  lauduble-defign,  it  is  re- 

*  Written  by,  Gay, 
3  folved 
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folvcd  a  Preface  fhall  be  prefix'd  to  the  Farce,  in 
vindication  of  the  nature  and  dignity* of  this  new 
way  of  writing. 

Yefterday  Mr.  Steele's  affair  was  decided  :  I  am 
forry  I  can  be  of  no  other  opinion  than  yours,  as  to 
his  whole  carriage  and  writings  of  late.  But  cer- 
tainly he  has  not  only  been  punifhed  by  others,  but 
fuffered  much  even  frofn  his  own  party  in  the  point 
of  character,  nor  (I  believe)  received  any  amends 
in  that  of  intereft,  as  yet,  whatever  may  be  his 
profpects  for  the  future. 

This  Gentleman,  among  a  thoufand  others,  is  a 
great  inftance  of  the  fate  of  all  who  are  carried  away 
by  party-fpirit,  of  any  fide.  I  wifh  all  violence  may 
fucceed  as  ill :  but  am  really  amazed  that  fo  much  of 
that  four  and  pernicious  quality  fhould  be  joined 
with  fo  much  natural  good  humour  as,  I  think,  Mr» 
Steele  is  poflefled  of. 

I  am,  &c. 


LETTER    XXIX. 
To  Mr.  CONGREVE. 

April  7,171$. 

MR.  Pope  is  going  to  Mr.  Jcrvas's,  where  Mr. 
Addifon  is  fitting  for  his  picture;  in  the  mean 
time  amidft  clouds  of  Tobacco  at  a  coffce-houfc  I 
write  this  letter.  There  is  a  grand  revo'ution  at 
Will's  ;  Morice  has  quitted  for  a  coffee-houfe  in  the 
city,  and  Titcomb  is  reflored,  to  the  great  joy  of 
Cromwell,  who  was  at  a  great  lofs  for  a  perfon  to 
converfe  with  upon  the  fathers  and  church-hiflory  j 
the  knowledge  I  gain  from  him,  is  entirely  in  paint- 
ing and  poetry  ;  and  Mr.  Pope  owes  all  his  (kill  in 
aftronomy  to  him  and  Mr.  Whifton,  fo  celebrated 

of 
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rA~  late  for  his  difcovery  of  the  longitude  in  an  ex- 
traordinary copy  of  verfes  *.      Mr.  Rowe's  Jane 
Gray    is   to  be  play'd  in  Eafter-week,  when  Mrs* 
Oldfield  is  to  perfonatc  a  chara&cr  directly  oppofite 
to  female  nature  ;  for  what  woman  ever  defpiibd  So- 
vcrcignty  ?  You  know  Chaucer  has  a  tale  where  a 
knight  f;ives  his  head,  by  difcovering  it  was  the  thing 
which  all  women  moft  coveted.     Mr.  Pope's  Ho- 
mer is  retarded  by  the  great  rains  that  have  fallen  of 
late,  which  caufes  the  flieets  to  be  long  a  drying  i 
this  gives  Mr.  Lintot  great  uneafmefs,  who  is  now 
endeavouring  to  corrupt  the  Curate  of  his  parim  to 
pray  for  fair  weather,  that  his  work  may  go  on. 
There  is  a  fix-penny  Criticifm  lately  publiihed  upon 
,  the  tragedy  of  the  What-d'ye  call-it,  wherein  b<i 
with  much  judgment  and  learning  calls  me  a  block- 
head, and  Mr.  Pope  a  knave.     His  grand  charge  is 
againft  the  Pilgrim's  Progrefs  being  read,  which,  he 
fays,  is  directly  levell'd  at  Cato*s  reading  Plato;  to 
back  this  cenfure,  the  goes  on  to  tell  you,  that  the 
Pilgrim's  Progrefs  being  mentioned  to  be  the  eighth 
edition,  makes  the  reflection  evident,  the  Tragedy 
of  Cato  having  juft  eight  times  (as  he  quaintly  ex- 
prefles  it)  vifited  the  prefs.     He  has  alfo  endeavour- 
ed to  (how,  that  every  particular  paflage  of  the  play- 
alludes  to  fome  fine  part  of  tragedy,  which,  he  fays, 
I  have  injudicioufly  and  profanely  abufed  -f.     Sir  Sa- 
muel Garth's  poem  upon  my  Lord  Clare's  houfe,  I 
believe,  will  be  publiftied  in  the  Eafter-week. 

Thus  far  Mr.  Gay,  who  has  in  his  letter  fore- 
ftall'd  all  the  fubjects  of  diverfion ;  unlefe  it  ihoulJ 

*  Call'd,  dn  Ode  on  the  Longitudt,  in  Swift  and  Pope's 
Mifcellanies.  P. 

•f-  This  curious  piece  was  cntituled,  A  compleat  Key 
to  the  What-d'ye  call-it,  written  by  one  Griffin  a  Player, 
affiited  by  Lewis  Theobald.  P. 

be 
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be  one  to  you  to  fay,  that  I  fit  up  till  two  a  clock 
over  Burgundy  and  Champagne;  and  am  become fo 
much  a  rake,  that  I  fhall  be  afhamed  in  afhort  time 
to  be  thought  to  do  any  fort  of  bufinefs.  I  fear  I 
muft  get  the  gout  by  drinking ;  purely  for  a  fa- 
fhionable  pretence  to  fit  ftill  Jong  enough  to  tran- 
ilate  four  books  of  Homer.  I  hope  you'll  by  that 
time  be  up  again,  and  I  may  fucceed  to  the  bed  and 
couch  of  my  precleceflbr  :  pray  caufe  the  fluffing  to 
be  repaired,  and  the  crutches  morten'd  for  me.  The 
calamity  of  your  gout  is  what  all  your  friends,  that 
is  to  fay,  all  that  know  you,  muft  fhare  in  ;  we  de- 
fire  you  in  your  turn  to  condole  with  us,  who  are 
under  a  perfecution,  and  much  afflicted  with  a  di- 
ftemper  which  proves  mortal  to  many  poets,  a  Cri-« 
ticifm.  We  have  indeed  fome  relieving  intervals  of 
laughter  (as  you  know  there  are  in  fome  difeafes) 
and  it  is  the  opinion  of  divers  good  gueflers  that 
the  laft  fit  will  not  be  more  violent  than  advantage- 
ous ;  for  poets  afTail'd  by  critics,  are  like  men  bitten 
by  Tarantula's,  they  dance  on  fo  much  the  fafter. 

Mr.  Thomas  Burnet  hath  play'd  the  precurfor  to 
the  coming  of  Ho.mer,  in  a  treatife  called  Homerides. 
He  has  fincerifen  very  much  in  his  criticifms,  and, 
after  aflaulting  Homer,  made  a  daring  attack  upon 
the  *  What-d'ye-call-it.  Yet  is  there  not  a  Procla- 
mation iflued  for  the  burning  of  Homer  and  the 
Pope  by  the  common  hangman  j  nor  is  the  What- 
d'ye-call  it  yet  filenced  by  the  Lord  chamberlain. 

Your,  &c. 
*  In  one  of  his  papers  called  The  Crumbier.  P. 


L  E  T- 
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LETTER    XXX. 
Mr.  CONGREVE  to  Mr.  POPE. 

May  6. 

T  Have  the  pleafure  of  your  very  kind  letter.  I 
X  have  always  been  obliged  to  you  for  your  friend- 
fhip  and  concern  for  me,  and  am  more  affe&ed  with 
it,  than  I  will  take  upon  me  to  exprefs  in  this  letter. 
I  do  aflure  you  there  is  no  return  wanting  on  my 
part,  and  am  very  forry  I  had  not  the  good  luck  to 
fee  the  Dean  before  I  left  the  town  :  it  is  a  great 
pleafure  to  me,  and  not  a  little  vanity  to  think  that 
he  mifles  me.  As  to  my  health,  which  you  are  fo 
kind  to  enquire  after,  it  is  not  worfe  than  in  Lon- 
don :  I  am  almoft  afraid  yet  to  fay  that  it  is  better, 
for  I  cannot  reafonably  expect  much  effect  from  thefe 
waters  in  fo  fhort  a  time  ;  but  in  the  main  they  feem 
to  agree  with  me.  Here  is  not  one  creature  that  I 
know,  which,  next  to  the  few  I  would  chufe,  con- 
tributes very  much  to  my  fatisfa£Hon.  At  the  fame 
time  that  J  regret  the  want  of  your  converfation,  I 
pleafe  myfelf  with  thinking  that  you  are  where  you 
firft  ought  to  be,  and  engaged  where  you  cannot  do 
too  much.  Pray,  give  my  humble  fervice,  and  beft 
v/ifhes  to  your  good  mother.  I  am  forry  you  don't 
tell  me  how  Mr.  Gay  does  in  his  health  ;  I  ihould 
have  been  glad  to  have  heard  he  was  better.  My 
young  Amanuenfis,  as  you  call  him,  I  am  afraid, 
will  prove  but  a  wooden  one :  and  you  know  ex  quo- 
vis  tigno,  &c.  You  will  pardon  Mrs.  R — 's  pedant- 
ry, and  believe  me  to  be  Your,  &c. 

P.  S.  By  the  inclofed  you  will  fee  I  am  like  to  be 
imprefs'd,  and  enroll'd  in  the  lift  of  Mr.  Curll's  Au- 
thors ;  but,  I  thank  God !  I  mall  have  your  com- 
pany. I  believe  it  high  time  you  fhould  think  of 
adminiftring  another  Emetic. 

VOL.  VII.  Q  LET- 
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From  1714,  to  1721. 

LETTER    I. 
The  Rev.  Dean  BERKLEY  to  Mr.  POPE. 

Leghorn,  May  i,  1714. 

AS  I  take  ingratitude  to  be  a  greater  crime 
than  impertinence,  I  chufe  rather  to  run 
the  rifque  of  being  thought  guilty  of  the 
latter,  than  not  to  return  you  my  thanks  for  n  very- 
agreeable  entertainment  you  juft  now  gave  me.  I 
have  accidentally  met  with  your  Rape  of  the  Lock 
here,  having  never  feen  it  before.  Style,  painting, 
judgment,  fpirit,  I  had  already  admired  in  other  of 
your  writings  j  but  in  this  I  am  chann'd  with  the 
magic  of  your  invention,  with  all  thofe  images, 
allufions,  and  inexplicable  beauties,  which  you  raife 
fo  furprifingly,  and  at  the  fame  time  fo  naturally, 
out  of  a  trifle.  And  yet  I  cannot  fay  that  I  was 
more  pleas'd  with  the  reading  of  it,  than  I  am  with 
the  pretext  it  gives  me  to  renew  in  your  thoughts, 
the  remembrance  of  one  who  values  no  happinefs 
ieyond  the  friendfhip  of  men  of  wit,  learning,  and 
good-nature. 

Ire- 
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I  remember  to  have  heard  you  mention  fome  half- 
form'd  defign  of  coming  to  Italy.  What  might  we 
not  expert  from  a  Mufe  that  fings  fo  well  in  the  bleak 
climate  of  England,  if  (he  felt  the  fame  warm  fun^ 
and  breathed  die  fame  air  with  Virgil  and  Horace  ? 

There  are  here  an  incredible  number  of  Poets, 
that  have  all  the  inclination,  but  want  the  genius, 
or  perhaps  the  art,  of  the  Ancients.  Some  amqjig 
them,  who  undcrftand  Englifti,  begin  to  relifh  our 
Authors  i  and  I  am  informed,  that  at  Florence  they 
have  tranflated  Milton  into  Italian  verfe.  If  one 
who  knows  fo  well  how  to  write  like  the  old  La- 
tin poets,  came  among  them  ;  it  would  probably  be 
a  means  to  retrieve  them  from  their  cold,  trivial  con- 
ceits, to  an  imitation  of  their  predecefibrs. 

As  merchants,  antiquaries,  men  of  pleafure,  &c.' 
have  all  different  views  in  travelling ;  I  know  not 
whether  it  might  not  be  worth  a  Poet's  while,  to 
travel,  in  order  to  ftore  his  mind  with  ftrong  images 
of  Nature. 

Green  fields  and  groves,  flowery  meadows  and 
purling  flreams  are  no  where  in  fuch  perfection  as 
in  England  :  but  if  you  would  know  lightfome  days, 
warm  funs,  and  blue  ikies,  you  muft  come  to  Italy : 
and  to  enable  a  man  todefcribe  rocks  and  precipices, 
it  is  abfolutely  neceffary  that  he  pafs  the  Alps. 

You  will  eafily  perceive  that  it  is  felf-intereft  makes 
me  fo  fond  of  giving  advice  to  one  who  has  no  need 
of  it.  If  you  came  into  thefe  parts  I  fhould  fly  to 
fee  you.  I  am  here  (by  the  favour  of  my  good  friend 
the  Dean  of  St.  Patrick's)  in  quality  of  Chaplain  to 
the  Earl  of  Peterborough ;  who  about  three  months 
fince  left  the  greateft  part  of  his  family  in  this  town. 
God  knows  how  long  we  (hall  ftay  here.  I  am 

Your,  &c. 


LET- 
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LETTER    II. 
Mr.  POPE  to  Mr.  J  E  R  v  A  s  in  Ireland. 

July  9,  1716. 

THO',  as  you  rightly  remark,  I  pay  my  tax  but 
once  in  half  a  year,  yet  you  (hail  fee  by  this 
ktter  upon  the  neck  of  my  laft,  that  I  pay  a  double 
tax,  as  we  non-jurors  ought  to  do.  Your  acquaint- 
ance on  this  fide  of  the  fea  are  under  terrible  appre- 
henfions  from  your  long  ftay  in  Ireland,  that  you 
may  grow  too  polite  for  them  ;  for  we  think  (fince 
the  great  fuccefs  of  fuch  a  play  as  the  Non-juror) 
that  politenefs  is  gone  over  the  water.  But  others  are 
of  opinion  it  has  been  longer  among  you,  and  was 
introduced  much  about  the  fame  time  with  Frogs, 
and  with  equal  fuccefs.  Poor  Poetry  !  the  little  that 
is  left  of  it  here  longs  to  crofs  the  feas,  and  leave 
Eufden  in  full  and  peaceable  pofleflion  of  the  Britifh 
laurel :  and  we  begin  to  wifh  you  had  the  finging  of 
our  poets,  as  well  as  the  croaking  of  our  frogs,  to 
yourfelves,  in  fecula  fceculorurn.  It  would  be  well 
in  exchange,  if  Parnelle,  and  two  or  three  more  of 
your  Swans  would  come  hither,  efpecially  that  Swan, 
who,  like  a  true  modern  one,  does  not  fing  at  all, 
Dr.  Swift.  I  am  (like  the  reft  of  the  world)  a  fuf- 
ferer  by  his  idlenefs.  Indeed  I  hate  that  any  man 
fhould  be  idle,  while  I  muft  tranflate  and  comment ; 
and  I  may  the  more  fincerely  wifti  for  good  poetry 
from  others  becaufe  I  am  become  a  perfon  out  of 
the  queftion  ;  for  a  Tranflator  is  no  more  a  poet, 
than  a  Taylor  is  a  man 

You  are,  doubtlefs,  perfuaded  of  the  validity  of 
that  famous  verfe, 

'Tis  Expetfation  makes  a  Blcjjlng  dear : 

but 
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but  why  would  you  make  your  friends  fonder  of  you 
than  they  are  ?  There  is  no  manner  of  need  of  it. 
We  begin  to  expect  you  no  more  than  Anti-chrift ; 
a  man  that  hath  abfented  himfclf  fo  long  from  his 
friends,  ought  to  be  put  into  the  Gazette. 

Every  body  here  has  great  need  of  you.  Many 
faces  have  died  for  want  of  your  pencil,  and  bloom- 
ing Ladies  have  wither'd  in  expecting  your  return. 
Even  Frank  and  Betty  (that  conftant  pair)  cannot 
confole  themfelves  for  your  abfence  ;  I  fancy  they 
will  be  forced  to  make  their  own  picture  in  a  pretty 
babe,  before  you  come  home  :  'twill  be  a  noble  fub- 
ject  for  a  family  piece.  Come  then,  and  having 
peopled  Ireland  with  a  world  of  beautiful  (hadows, 
come  to  us,  and  fee  with  that  eye  (which,  like  the 
eye  of  the  world,  creates  beauties  by  looking  on 
them)  fee,  I  fay,  how  England  has  alter'd  the  airs 
of  all  its  heads  in  your  abfence :  and  with  what 
fneakingcity  attitudes  our  moft  celebrated  perfonages 
appear,  in  the  mere  mortal  works  of  our  painters. 

Mr.  Fortefcue  is  much  yours ;  Gay  commemo- 
rates you  ;  and  laftly  (to  climb  by  juft  fteps  and  de- 
grees) my  Lord  Burlington  defires  you  may  be  put 
in  mind  of  him.  His  gardens  flourifh,  his  ftructures 
rife,  his  pictures  arrive,  and  (what  is  far  more  va- 
luable than  all)  his  own  good  qualities  daily  extend 
themfelves  to  all  about  him  :  of  whom  I  the  mean- 
eft  (next,  to  fome  Italian  Fidlers',  and  Englifli  Brick- 
layers) am  a  living  inftance.  Adieu. 


0,3  LET- 
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To  the  fame. 

Nov.  14,  1716. 

F  I  had  not  done  my  utmoft  to  lead  my  life  fo 
pleafantly  as  to  forget  all  misfortunes,  I  ihould 
tell  you  I  reckoned  your  abfence  no  fmall  one;  but 
I  hope  you  have  alfo  had  many  good  and  pleafant 
reafons  to  forget  your  friends  on  this  fide  the  world. 
If  a  wifh  could  tranfport  me  to  you  and  your  pre- 
fent  companions,  I  could  do  the  fame.  Dr.  Swift, 
I  believe,  is  a  very  good  landlord,  and  a  chearful 
hoft  at  his  own  table :  I  fuppofe  he  has  perfectly 
learnt  himfelf,  what  he  has  taught  fo  many  others, 
rupta  non  infanire  lagena  :  elfe  he  would  not  make  a 
proper  hoft  for  your  humble  fervant,  who  (you  know) 
tho'  he  drinks  a  glafs  as  feldom  as  any  man,  contrives 
to  break  one  as  often.  But  'tis  a  confolation  to  me, 
that  I  can  do  this,  and  many  other  enormities,  un- 
der my  own  roof. 

But  that  you  and  I  are  upon  equal  terms,  in  all 
friendly  lazinefs,  and  h^ve  taken  an  inviolable  oath 
to  each  other,  always  to  do  what  we  will  ;  I  mould 
reproach  you  for  fo  long  a  fdence.  The  beft  amends 
you  can  make  for  faying  nothing  to  me,  is  by  fay- 
ing all  the  good  you  can  of  me,  which  is,  that  I 
heartily  love  and  efteem  the  Dean  and  Dr.  Parnelle, 

Gay  is  yours  and  theirs..  His  fpirit  is  awakened 
very  muph  in  the  caufe  of  the  Dean,  which  has 
broke  forth  in  a  courageous  couplet  or  two  upon  Sir 
Richard  Blackmore:  He  has  printed  it  with  his  name 
to  it,  and  bravely  afligns  no  other  reafon,  than  that 
the  faid  Sir  Richard  has  abufed  Dr.  Swift.  I  have 
alfo  fuffered  in  the  like  caufe,  and  fhall  fuffer  more  : 
unlefs  Parnelle  fends  me  his  Zoilus  and  Bookworm 
(which  the  Bifhop  of  Cloghcr,  I  hear,  greatly  extols) 
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it  will  be  fhortly,  csncnrrere  ReVum  atque  Vinnn — 
I  love  you  all,  as  much  as  I  defpife  moft  wits  in  this 
dull  country.  Ireland  has  turned  the  tables  upon 
England  ;  and  if  I  have  no  poetical  friend  in  my  own 
nation,  I'll  be  as  proud  as  Scipio,  and  fay  (fmce  I 
am  reduced  to  fkin  and  bone)  Ingrata  patria,  m  ofla 
quidem  habeas. 


LETTER    IV. 

To  the  fame. 

Nov.  29,  1716. 

THAT  you  have  not  heard  from  me  of  late, 
afcribe  not  to  the  ufual  lazinefs  of  your  cor- 
refpondent,  but  to  a  ramble  to  Oxford,  where  your 
name  is  mentioned  with  honour,  even  in  a  land  flow- 
ing with  Tories.  I  had  the  good  fortune  there  <o 
be  often  in  the  converfation  of  Doctor  Clarke  :  He 
entertain'd  me  with  feveral  drawings,  and  particu- 
larly with  the  original  defigns  of  Inigo  Jones's  White- 
hall. •  I  there  faw  and  reverenced  fome  of  your  firft 
pieces ;  which  future  painters  are  to  look  upon  as  we 
Poets  do  on  the  Culex  of  Virgil  and  Batrachom.  of 
Homer. 

Having  named  this  latter  piece,  give  me  leave  to 
afk  what  is  become  of  Dr.  Parnelle  and  his  Frogs  *  ? 
Oblitufque  meorum^  oblivifcendus  et  /7//V,  might  be  Ho- 
race's wifh,  but  will  never  be  mine  while  I  have  fuch 
meorums  as  Dr.  Parnelle  and  Dr.  Swift.  I  hope  the 
Spring  will  reftore  you  to  us,  and  with  you  all  the 
beauties  and  colours  of  nature.  Not  but  I  congra- 
tulate you  on  the  pleafure  you  muft  take  in  being 

*  He  Tran fht-d  the  Ratrathom.  of  Homer,  which  is 
printed  >I)KV»-  i  his  Poems. 

Q.  4  admir'd 
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admir'd  in  your  own  country,  which  fo  feldom  hap- 
pens to  Prophets  and  Poets :  but  in  this  you  have  the 
advantage  of  Poets ;  you  are  mafter  of  an  art  that 
muft  profper  and  grow  rich,  as  long  as  people  love, 
or  are  proud  of  themfelves,  or  their  own  perfons. 
However,  you  have  ftay'd  long  enough,  methinks, 
to  have  painted  all  the  numberlefs  Hiftories  of  old 
Ogygia.  If  you  have  begun  to  be  hiftorical,  I  re- 
commend to  your  hand  the  ftory  which  every  pious 
Irifhman  ought  to  begin  with,  that  cf  St.  Patrick; 
to  the  end  you  may  be  obliged  (as  Dr.  P.  was,  when 
he  tranflated  the  Batrachomuomachia)  to  come  in- 
to England,  to  copy  the  Frogs,  and  fuch  other  ver- 
min as  were  never  feen  in  that  land  fince  the  time  of 
thar  ConfefTor. 

I  long  to  fee  you  a  Kiftory  painter.  You  have 
already  done  enough  for  the  private,  do  fomething 
for  the  public ;  and  be  not  confined,  like  the  reft,  to 
dra\v  only  fut:h  filly  itories  as  our  own  faces  tell  of 
us  The  Ancients  too  expeclr  you  fliould  do  them 
right ;  thcre  Statues  fiom  which  you  learned  your 
beautiful  and  noble  Ideas,  demand  it  as  a  piece  of 
gratitude  from  you,  to  make  them  truly  known  to  all 
nations,  in  the  account  you  intend  to  write  of  their 
Characters.  I  hope  you  think  more  warmly  than 
ever  of  that  dcfign. 

As  to  your  enquiry  about  your  houfe,  when  I  come 
within  the  .walls,  they  put  me  in  mind  of  thofe  of 
Carthage,  whtre  your  friend,  like  the  wandring 
Trojan? 

animum  Piflura  pafcit  tnani. 

For  the  fpacious  manfion,  like  a  Turkifli  Caravan- 
ferah,  entertains  the  vagabonds  with  only  bare  lodg- 
ing. I  rule  the  family  very  ill,  keep  bad  hours,  and 
lend  out  your  pictures  about  the  town.  See  what  it 
is  to  have  a  poet  in  your  houfe  !  Frank  indeed  does 
all  he  can  in  fuch  a  circumftance  ;  for,  confidering 

he 
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he  has  a  wild  beaft  in  it,  he  conftantly  keeps  the  door 
chain'd  :  Every  time  it  is  open'd,  the  links  rattle,  the 
rufty  hinges  roar.  The  houfe  feems  fo  fenfible  that 
you  are  its  fupport,  that  it  is  ready  to  drop  in  your 
abfence ;  but  I  ftill  truit  myfelf  under  its  roof,  as 
depending  that  Providence  will  preferve  fo  many 
Raphael's,  Titian's,  and  Guide's,  as  are  lodged  in 
your  Cabinet.  Surely  the  fins  of  one  Poet  can  hard- 
ly be  fo  heavy,  as  to  bring  an  old  houfe  over  the 
heads  of  fo  many  painters.  In  a  word,  your  houfe 
is  falling  ;  but  what  of  that  ?  I  am  only  a  lodger  *. 


LETTER    V. 
The  Hon.  Mr.  C  R  A  c  c  s  to  Mr.  Po  p  E. 

Paris,  Sept.  2,  1716. 

LAST  poft  brought  me  the  favour  of  your  let- 
ter of  the  icth  Aug.  O.  S.  It  would  be  tak- 
ing too  much  upon  me  to  decide,  that  it  was  a  witty 
one ;  I  never  pretend  to  more  judgment  than  to 
know  what  pleafes  me,  and  can  aflure  you,  it  was 
a  very  agreeable  one.  The  proof  I  can  give  you  of 
my  fmcerity  in  this  opinion,  is,  that  1  hope  and  de- 
fire  you  would  not  flop  at  this,  but  continue  more 
of  them. 

I  am  in  a  place  where  pleafure  is  continually  flow- 
ing. The  Princes  fet  the  example,  and  the  fubje£ls 
follow  at  a  diftance.  The  Ladies  are  of  all  parties  f, 
by  which  means  the  converfation  of  the  men  is  very 
much  foftened  and  fafhioned  from  thofe  blunt  dif- 
putes  on  Politics,  and  rough  jefts,  we  are  fo  guilty 
of  j  while  the  freedom  of  the  women  takes  away  all 

*  Alluding  to  the  flory  of  the  Irifhman. 
•f  /.  /.  In  all  companies. 

»  formality 
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formality  and  conftraint.  I  muft  own,  at  the  fame 
time,  thefe  Beauties  are  a  little  too  artificial  for  my 
tafte  :  you  have  feen  a  French  picture,  the  Original 
is  more  painted,  and  fuch  a  cruft  of  powder  and  ef- 
fence  in  their  hair,  that  you  can  fee  no  difference 
between  black  and  red.  By  difufing  Stays  and  in- 
dulging themfelves  at  table,  they  run  out  of  all  fhape; 
but  as  to  that,  they  may  give  a  good  reafon,  they 
prefer  Conveniency  to  Parade,  and  are,  by  this 
means,  as  ready,  as  they  are  generally  willing,  to 
be  charitable. 

I  am  furpriz'd  to  find  I  have  wrote  fo  much  fcan- 
dal ;  I  fancy  I  am  either  fetting  up  for  a  wit,  or 
imagine  I  muft  write  in  this,  ftyle  to  a  wit ;  I  hope 
you'll  prove  a  good-natur'd  one,  and  not  only  let  me 
hear  from  you  fometimes,  but  forgive  the  fmall  en- 
couragement you  meet  with.  I  won't  trouble  myfelf 
to  finifh  finely  ;  a  true  compliment  is  better  than  a 
good  one,  and  I  can  allure  you  without  any,  that  I 
am  very  fincerely, 

Sir,  Yours,  &c. 


LETTER    VI. 
To  Mr.  F  E  N  T  o  N. 

SIR,  May  5. 

I  Had  not  omitted  anfwering  yours  of  the  i  8th  of 
hift  nvnth,  but  out  of  a  denre  to  give  you  fome 
certain  and  fatisfadtory  account,  which  way,  and  nt 
what  time,  you  might  take  your  journey.  I  am  now 
commiffioncd  to  tell  you,  that  Mr.  Cra^s  will  ex- 
pect-you  on  the  rifmgof  the  Parllamcnt^which  will 
be  as  foon  as  he  can  receive  you  in  the  manner  he 
•would  receive  a  man  debe'les  Leitrfs,  that  is,  in  tran- 
quillity and  full  leilure.  I  dare  fay  your  way  of  life 

(which, 
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(which,  in  my  tafte,  will  be  the  befr.  in  the  world, 
and  with  one  of  the  befr.  men  in  the  world)  muft 
prove  highly  to  your  contentment.  And,  I  murr. 
add,  it  will  be  ftill  the  more  a  joy  to  me,  us  I  (hall 
reap  a  peculiar  advantage  from  the-  good  I  mal!  have 
done  in  bringing  you  together  *,  by  feeing  it  m  my 
own  neighbourhood.  Mr.  Craggs  has  taken  a  houfe 
clofe  by  mine,  whither  he  propofes  to  come  in  three 
•weeks  :  In  the  mean  time  I  heartily  invite  v.;ti  to 
live  with  me;  where  a  frugal  and  philcfophical  diet, 
for  a  time,  may  give  you  a  higher  relith  of  that  ele- 
gant way  of  life  you  will  enter  into  after.  I  defire 
to  know  by  the  hrft  poft  how  foon  I  may  hope  for 
you. 

I  am  a  little  fcandalized  at  your  complaint  that 
your  time  lies  heavy  on  your  hands,  when  the  Mufes 
have  put  fo  many  good  materials  into  yotir  head  to 
employ  them.  As  to  your  quefrion,  'What  I  am 
doing  ?  I  anfwer,  Juit  what  I  have  been  doing  fomc 
years,  my  duty  j  fecondly,  relieving  myfclf  with  ne- 
ceflary  amufements,  or  exercifes,  which  fhall  ferve 
me  inftead  of  phyfic  as  long  as  they  can  ;  thirdly, 
reading  till  I  am  tired ;  and  laftly,  writing  when  I 
have  no  other  thing  in  the  world  to  do,  or  no  friend 
to  entertain  in  company. 

My  mother  is,  I  thank  God,  the  eafier,  if  not 
the  better,  for  my  eares  ;  and  I  am  the  happier  in 
that  regard,  as  well  as  in  the  confcioufnefs  of  doing 
my  beft.  My  next  felicity  is  in  retaining  the  trood 
opinion  of  honeft  men,  who  think  me  not  quite  un- 

*  Mr.  Craggs  had  had  no  learned  education  :  he  u ant- 
ed to  impiove  himl'elf  in  knowledge  of  that  k: 
defined  Mr.  Pope  to  chufe  l.im  out  a  polite  fc!.o!a-,  by 
Vvhofc  converfation  and   inllruch'on    he    iiiigiu  ;' 
liimfelf  in  letters.    Mr.  Pope  recommended  Mr  1'cKon; 
but  Mr.  Craggs'  untimely  death  prevented  both  from  re- 
ceiving the  benefits  of  this  con 

dcfcrvinp 
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deferving  of  it ;  and  in  finding  no  injuries  from 
others  hurt  me,  as  long  as  I  know  myfelf.  I  will 
add  the  fincerity  with  which  I  adl  towards  ingenious 
and  undefigning  men,  and  which  makes  me  always 
(even  by  a  natural  bond)  their  friend;  therefore  be- 
lieve me  very  afte£tionately 

Your,  &c. 


LETTER    VII. 
Rev.  Dean  *BERKLEY  to  Mr.  POPE. 

Naples,  Oa.  22,  N.  S.  1717. 

I  Have  long  had  it  in  my  thoughts  to  trouble  you 
with  a  letter,  but  was  difcouraged  for  want  of 
fomething  that  I  could  think  worth  fifteen  hundred 
miles.  Italy  is  fuch  an  exhaufted  fubjecl,  that,  I 
dare  fay,  you'd  cafily  forgive  my  faying  nothing  of 
it;  and  the  imagination  of  a  Poet  is  a  thing  fo  nice 
and  delicate,  that  it  is  no  eafy  matter  to  find  out 
images  capable  of  giving  pleafure  to  one  of  the  few, 
who  (in  any  age)  have  come  up  to  that  character. 
I  am  nevertheless  lately  returned  from  an  ifland, 
Inhere  I  paflld  three  or  four  months ;  which,  were  it 
fet  out  in  its  true  colours,  might,  methinks,  amufe 
you  agreeably  enough  for  a  minute  or  two.  The 
ifland  Inarime  is  an  epitome  of  the  whole  earth, 
containing  within  the  compafs  of  eighteen  miles,  a 
•wonderful  variety  of  hills,  vales,  ragged  rocks, 
fruitful  plains,  and  barren  mountains,  all  thrown  to- 
gether in  a  moft  romantic  confufion.  The  air  is  in 
the  hotteft  feafon  conftantly  refrefhed  by  cool  breezes 

*  Afterwards  Bifliop  of  Cloync  in  Ireland,  Author  of 
the  Dialogues  of  Hylas  and  Philonous,  the  Minute  Phi- 
lefopher,  &c.  P. 

from 
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from  the  fea.     The  vales  produce  excellent  wheat 
and  Indian  corn,  but  are  moftly  covered  with  vine- 
yards, intermix'd  with  fruit-trees.     Befides  the  com- 
mon kinds,  as  cherries,  apricots,  peaches,  &c.  they 
produce  oranges,    limes,    almonds,  pomegranates, 
figs,  water-melons,  and  many  other  fruits  unknown 
to  our  climates,  which  lie  every  where  open  to  the 
paflenger.     The  hills  are  the  greater  part  covered  to 
the  top  with  vines,  fome  with  chefnut  groves,  and 
others  with  thickets  of  myrtle  and  lentifcus.     The 
fields  in  the  northern  fide  are  divided  by  hedge-rows 
of  myrtle.     Several  fountains  and  rivulets  add  to  the 
beauty  of  this  landfcape,  which  is   likewife  fet  off 
by   the  variety  of  fome  barren  fpots,    and  naked 
rocks.     But  that  which  crowns  the  fcene,  is  a  large 
mountain,  rifmg  out  of  the  middle   of  the  ifland 
(once  a  terrible  Volcano,  by  the  ancients  called  Mons 
Epomeus)  its  lower   parts  are  adorned  with  vines, 
and  other  fruits ;  the  middle  affords  pafture  to  flocks 
of  goats  and  fheep ;  and  the  top  is  a  fandy  pointed 
rock,  from  which  you  have  the  fineft  profpecl  in  the 
world,  furveying  at  one  view,  befides  feveral  plea- 
fant  illands  lying  at  your  feet,  a  tra£t:  of  Italy  about 
three  hundred  miles  in  length,  from  the  promontory 
of  Antium  to  the  cape  of  Palinurus  :  the  greater  part 
of  which  hath  been  fung  by  Homer  and  Virgil,  as 
making  a  confiderable  part  of  the  travels  and  adven- 
tures of  their  two  Heroes.     The  Ift?.nds  Caprea, 
Prochyta,    and  Parthenope,  together  with  Cajeta, 
Cumse,  Monte  IViifeno,   the  habitations  of  Circe, 
the  Syrens,  and  the  Lnrfrigoncs,  the  bay  of  Naples, 
the  promontory  of  Minerva,  and  the  whole  Cam- 
parmia  fclice,  make  but  a  part  of  this  noble  land- 
fcape ;  which   would   demand    an   imagination    as 
warm,  and  numbers  as  flowing  as  your  own,  to  de- 
fcribe  it.     The  inhabitants  of  this  delicious  ifle,  as 
they  are  without  riches  and  honours,  fo  are  they 
•without  the  vices  and  follies  that  attend  them  ;  and 

were 
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were  they  but  as  much  fti  angers  to  revenge,  as  they 
are  to  avarice  and  ambition,  they  might  in  fact  an- 
fwer  the  poetical  notions  of  the  golden  age.  But 
they  have  got,  as  an  alloy  to  their  happincfs,  an  ill 
habit  of  murdering  one  another  on  flight  offences. 
We  had  an  inftance  of  this  the  fecond  night  after 
our  arrival,  a  youth  of  eighteen  being  fhot  dead  by 
our  door :  and  yet  by  the  fole  fecret  of  minding  our 
own  bufincfs,  we  found  a  means  of  living  fecurely 
among;  thefe  dangerous  people.  \Vould  you  know 
how  we  pai's  the  time  at  Naples  ?  Our  chief  enter- 
tainment is  the  devotion  of  our  neighbours  :  befides 
the  gaiety  of  their  Churches  (where  folks  go  to  fee 
what  the\'  call  una  Idly  Devotione  (i.  e.)  a  fort  of  re- 
ligious opera)  they  make  fireworks  almoft  every 
week,  out  of  devotion  ;  the  ftreets  are  often  hung 
with  arras,  out  of  devotion;  and  (what  isftillmorc 
ftrange)  the  ladies  invite  gentlemen  to  their  houfes 
and  treat  them  with  mufic  and  fwcetmeats,  out  of 
devotion  ;  in  a  word,  were  it  not  for  this  devotion 
of  its  inhabitants,  Naples  would  have  little  elfe  to 
recommend  it,  befide  the  air  and  fituation.  Learn- 
ing is  in  no  very  thriving  ftate  here,  as  indeed  no 
where  elfe  in  Italy  ;  however,  among  many  pretend- 
ers, fome  men  of  tuile  are  to  be  met  with.  A  friend 
of  mine  told  me  not  long  fince,  that,  being  to  vifit 
Salvini  at  Florence,  he  found  him  reading  your  Ho- 
mer :  he  liked  the  notes  extremely,  and  could  find 
no  other  fault  with  the  vcrfion,  but  that  he  thought 
it  approached  too  near  a  paraphrafc  ;  which  {hews 
him  not  to  be  fufficicntly  acquainted  with  our  lan- 
guage. I  wifh  you  health  to  go  on  with  that  noble 
work,  and  when  you  have  that,  I  need  not  wifh  you 
fuccefs.  You  will  do  me  the  juftice  to  believe,  that 
whatever  relates  to  your  welfare  is  fmcerely  wifhed 
by 

Your,  &c. 

LET- 
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LETTER    VIII. 
Mr.  POPE  to  *** 

Dec.  12,  1718. 

THE  old  project  of  a  Window  in  the  bofom, 
to  render  the  Soul  of  man  vifibb,  is  what 
every  honeft  friend  has  manifold  reafon  to  \vi(h  for  ; 
yet  even  that  would  not  do  in  our  cafe,  while  you 
are  fo  far  fcparated  from  me,  and  fo  long.  I  hegin 
to  fear  you'll  die  in  Ireland,  and  that  Denunciation 
will  be  fulfilled  upon  you,  Hibermis  es,  et  in  Hiber- 
nian reverteris.  I  fliould  be  apt  to  think  you  in  San- 
cho's  cafe  ;  fome  Duke  has  made  you  Governor  of 
an  ifland,  or  wet  place,  and  you  are  adminiflring 
laws  to  the  wild  Irifti.  But  i  muft  own,  when  you 
talk,  of  Building  and  Planting,  you  touch  my  firing  ; 
and  I  am  as  apt  to  pardon  you,  as  the  fellow  that 
thought  himfelf  Jupiter  would  have  pardon'd  the 
other  madman  who  call'd  himfelf  his  brother  Nep- 
tune. Alas,  Sir,  do  you  know  whom  you  talk  to  I 
one  that  has  been  a  Poet,  was  degraded  to  a  Tran- 
flator,  and  at  lad,  thro'  mere  dulnefs,  is  turned  an 
Architect.  You  know  Martial's  ccnfure,  Precconem 
facito  vel  Arcbitcftum.  However,  I  have  one  way 
left,  to  plan,  to  elevate,  and  to  furprize,  (as  Bay's 
fays)  the  next  news  you  may  expect  to  hear,  is  that 
I  am  in  debt. 

The  hiilory  of  my  Tranfplantation  and  fettlcmcnt 
which  you  defirc,  would  require  a  volume,  were  I 
to  enumerate  the  many  projects,  difficulties,  vicifli- 
tudcs,  and  various  fates  attending  that  important 
part  of  my  life:  much  more,  (hould  I  defcribe  the 
many  Draughts,  Elevations,  Profiles,  Perfpectives, 
&c.  of  every  Palace  and  Garden  propos'd,  intended, 
and  happily  raiful,  by  the  ftrength  of  that  faculty 
wherein  all  great  Genius's  excel,  Imagination.  At 
4  .laft, 
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laft,  the  Gods  and  fate  have  fix'd  me  on  the  borders 
of  the  Thames,  in  the  diftri&s  of  Richmond  and 
Twickenham :  It  is  here  I  have  pafs'd  an  entire  year 
of  my  life,  without  any  fix'd  abode  in  London,  or 
more  than  catting  a  tranfitory  glance  (for  a  day  or 
two  at  moft  in  a  month)  on  the  pomps  of  the  Town. 
It  is  here  I  hope  to  receive  you,  Sir,  returned  from 
eternizing  the  Ireland  of  this  age.  For  you  my 
ftru&ures  rife ;  for  you  my  Colonades  extend  their 
wings ;  for  you  my  groves  afpire,  and  rofes  bloom. 
And,  to  fay  truth,  I  hope  pofterity  (which,  no  doubt, 
will  be  made  acquainted  with  all  thefe  things)  will 
look  upon  it  as  one  of  the  principal  motives  of  my 
Architecture,  that  it  was  a  manfion  prepar'd  to  re- 
ceive you,  againft  your  own  fhould  fall  to  duft, 
which  is  deftin'd  to  be  the  tomb  of  poor  Frank  and 
Betty,  and  the  immortal  monument  of  the  Fidelity 
of  two  fuch  Servants,  who  have  excell'd  in  conftancy 
the  very  Rats  of  your  family. 

What  more  can  I  tell  you  of  myfelf  ?  fo  much, 
and  yet  all  put  together  fo  little,  that  I  fcarce  care 
or  know,  how  to  do  it.  But  the  very  reafons  that  ?re 
againft  putting  it  upon  paper,  are  as  ftrong  for  tell- 
ing it  you  in  perfon  ;  and  I  am  uneafy  to  be  fo  long 
denied  the  fatisfa&ion  of  it. 

At  prefent  I  confider  you  bound  in  by  the  Irifli 
Sea,  like  the  ghofts  in  Virgil, 

Tr ijli  pains  inamabilis  unda 

ft  nciiies  Styx  circumfufa  tocrcet  / 

and  I  can't  exprefs  how  I  long  to  renew  our  old  in- 
tercourfe  and  converfation,  our  morning  conferences 
in  bed  in  the  fame  room,  our  evening  walks  in  the 
park,  our  amufing  voyages  on  the  water,  our  philo- 
ibphical  fuppers,  our  lectures,  our  diflertations,  our 
gravities,  our  reveries,  our  fooleries,  our  what  not  ? 
— This  awakens  the  memory  of  fome  of  thofe  who 
have  made  a  part  in  all  thefe.  PoorParnelle,  Garth, 

Rowe! 
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Rowe  !  You  juftly  reprove  me  for  not  fpeaking  of 
the  death  of  the  laft  :  Parnelle  was  too  much  in  my 
mind,  to  whofe  memory  lam  erefiing  the  Seft  mo- 
nument I  can.     What  he  gnve  me  to  publifh,  was 
but  a  fmall  part  of  what  he  left  behind  him  ;  but  it 
was  the  belt,  and  I  will  not  make  it  worfe  by  en- 
larging it.    I'd  fain  know  if  he  be  buried  at  Chefter, 
or  Dublin  ;  and  what  care  has  been,  or  is  to  be  ta- 
ken for  his  Monument,  £c.     Yet  I  have  not  neg- 
lected my  devoirs  to  Mr.  Rowe  ;  I  am  writing  this 
very  day  his  r  pitaph  for  Weftminfrer- Abbey — After 
thefe,  the  beft-natur'd  of  Men,   Sir  Samuel  Garth, 
has  left  me  in  the  trueft  concern  for  his  lofs.     His 
death  was  very  heroical,  and  yet  unaffected  enough 
to  have  made  a  Saint  or  a  Philafopher  famous.     But 
ill  tongues,  and  worfe  hearts  have  branded  even  his 
laft  moments,  as  wrongfully  as  they  did  his  life,  with 
Irreligion.     You  muft  have  heard  many  tales  on  this 
fubjecl: ;  but  if  ever  there  was  a  good  ChrifHan  with- 
out knowing  himfelf  to  be  fo  *,  it  was  Dr.  Garth. 

Your,  &c. 


LETTER    IX. 

To  Mr.  *  *  *  * 

Sept.  17: 

THE  gaiety  of  your  letter  proves  you  not  fo 
ftudious  of  Wealth  as  many  of  your  profeflkm 
are,  fince  you  can  derive  matter  of  mirth  from  want 
of  bufmefs.  You  are  none  of  thofe  Lawyers  who 
deferve  the  motto  of  the  devil,  Circuit quarens  quern 
devortf.  But  your  Circuit  will  at  leaft  procure  you 

*  This  fuppofes  rather  nn  abfolute  ignorance  of  Chri- 
ilianity  than  a  rtjeflien  of  it. 

VOL,  VII,  R  one 
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one  of  the  grcateft  of  temporal  bleffings,  Health/ 
What  an  advantageous  circumftance  is  it,  for  one 
that  loves  rambling  fo  well,  to  be  a  grave  and  re- 
putable rambler  r  while  (like  your  fellow  Circuitcer, 
the  Sun)  you  travel  the  round  of  the  earth  and  be- 
hold all  the  iniquities  under  the  heavens  r  You  are 
much  a  fuperior  genius  to  me  in  rambling ;  you, 
like  a  Pigeon  (to  which  I  would  fooner  compare  a 
Lawyer  than  to  a  Hawk)  can  fly  fome  hundred 
leagues  at  a  pitch  ;  I,  like  a  poor  fquirrel,  am  con* 
tinually  in  motion  indeed,  but  it  is  about  a  cage  of 
three  foot :  my  little  excurfions  are  but  like  thofe 
of  a  fhopkecper,  who  walks  every  day  a  mile  or  two 
before  his  own  door,  but  minds  his  bufmefs  all  th« 
while.  Your  letter  of  the  Caufe  lately  before  you, 
I  could  not  but  communicate  to  fome  ladies  of  your 
acquaintance.  I  am  of  opinion,  if  you  continued 
a  correspondence  of  the  fame  fort  during  a  whole 
Circuit,  it  could  not  fail  to  pleafe  the  fex,  better 
than  half  the  novels  they  read  ;  there  would  be  in 
them  what  they  love  above  all  things,  a  moft  happy 
union  of  Truth  and  Scandal.  lafTureyou  the  Bath 
affords  nothing  equal  to  it :  It  is  on  the  contrary 
full  of  grave  andj'ad  men,  Mr.  Baron  S.  Lord  chief 
Juftice  A.  Judge  P.  and  Counfcllor  B.  who  has  a 
large  pimple  on  the  tip  of  his  nofe,  but  thinks  it  in- 
confiftcnt  with  llis  gravity  to  wear  a  patch,  not- 
withftanding  the  precedent  of  an  eminent  judge.  I 
am,  dear  Sir, 

Your,  &c. 


LET- 
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LETTER    X. 

To  the  Earl  of  BURLINGTON. 

MY  LORD, 

IF  your  Marc  could  fpeak,  flic  would  give  an  ac- 
count of  what  extraordinary  company  fhe  haM 
on  the  road  ;  which  fince  fhe  cannot  do,  I  will. 

It  was  the  enterprising  Mr.  Lintot,  tht  redoubt- 
able rival  of  Mr.  Tonfon,  who,  mounted  on  a  ftone- 
liorfe  (no  difagrccable  companion  to  your  Lord  (hip's 
niare)  overtook  me  in  Windfor-forcfr.  He  faid,  he 
heard  I  defign'd  for  Oxford,  the  feat  of  the  Mufcs, 
and  would,  as  my  bookfcller,-  by  all  means,  accom- 
pany me  thither. 

I  afk'd  him  xvhere  he  got  his  horfe  ?  He  anfwer'd, 
he  got  it  of  his  Publifhcr:  "For  that  rogue  my 
*'  Printer  (faid  he)  difappointcd  me  :  I  hoped  (o 
"  put  him  ill  good-humour  by  a  treat  at  the  tavern, 
"  of  a  brown  fricaffce  of  rabbits,  which  coft  two 
"  fhillings,  with. two  quarts  of  wine,  befides  my 
"  converfation.  I  thought  myfelf  cockfure  of  his 
"  horfe^  which  he  readily  promib'd  me,  but  faid  thilt 
tc  Mr.  Tonfon  hadjnft  fuch  another  defigh  of  gd- 
**  ing  to  Cambridge,  cxpecliirg  there  the  copy  of 'a 
u  new  k'uid  of  Horace  from  Dr. — ,  and  if  Mr. 
ec  Tonfon  Went,  he  Was  pfdfhgaged  to  attend  him, 
"  being  to  have  the  printing  of  the  faid  copy. 

ct  So  iri  fhort,  I  barrow' d  this  ftoneHorfe  of  my 
e<  publifher,  which  he  had  of  Mr.-  Oldmixon  for  a 
^  debt;  he  kilt  me  too  thd  pretty  boy  you  fee  after 
"  me  :  he  was  a  fmutty  dog  yeftcrday,  and  coft  me 
tc  near  t\Vo  hours  to  wafh  the  ink  off  his  face  ;  bitt 
lc  the  DcVil  is  a  fatr-condition'd  Devil,  and  \-ery 
tc  forward  in  his  Catcchife :  if  you  have  any  niort 
«•  bnggs  nc  /hall  carry  them."  ' 

R  2  J  thought 
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I  thought  Mr.  Lintot's  civility  not  to  be  neglected, 
fo  gave  the  boy  a  fmall  bag,  containing  three  fliirts 
and  an  Elzevir  Virgil ;  and  mounting  in  an  inftant 
proceeded  on  the  road,  with  my  man  before,  my 
courteous  ftationer  befide,  and  the  aforefaid  devil  be- 
hind. 

Mr.  Lin  tot  began  in  this  manner.  "  Now  damn 
ct  them  !  what  if  they  mould  put  it  into  the  news- 
"  paper,  how  you  and  I  went  together  to  Oxford  ? 
'*  what  would  I  care  ?  If  I  fhould  go  down  into  Suf- 
"  fex,  they  would  fay  I  was  gone  to  the  Speaker. 
**  But  what  of  that  ?  If  my  fon  were  but  big  enough 
"  to  go  on  with  the  bufmefs,  by  G — d  I  would 
"  keep  as  good  company  as  old  Jacob." 

Hereupon  I  enquir'd  of  his  fon.  "  The  lad  (fays 
"  he)  has  fine  parts,  but  is  fomewhat  fickly,  much 
u  as  you  are — I  fpare  for  nothing  in  his  Education 
"  at  Weftminfter.  Pray,  don't  you  think  Weft- 
*'  minfter  to  be  the  beft  fchool  in  England  ?  moft 
c<  of  the  late  Miniftry  came  out  of  it,  fo  did  many 
•*•  of  this  Miniftry  j  I  hope  the  boy  will  make  his 
«  fortune." 

Don't  you  defign  to  let  him  pafs  a  year  at.Oxford  t 
"  To  what  purpofe  ?  (faid  he)  the  Univerfities  do 
"  but  make  Pedants,  and  I  intend  to  breed  him  ;< 
"  man  of  bufmefs.". 

As  Mr.  Lintot  was  talking,  I  obferv'd  he  fate  un- 
eafy  on  his  faddle,  for-  which  I  exprefs'd  fome  folli- 
citude  :  Nothing,  fays  he,  I  can  bear  it  well  enough ; 
but  fmce  we  have  the  day  before  us,  methinks  it 
would  be  very  pleafant  for  you  to  reft  a- while  under 
the  woods.  When  we  were  alighted,  "  Sec  here, 
"  what  a  mighty  pretty  Horace  I  have  in  my  pocket ! 
«'  what  if  you  amus  d  yourfelf  in  turning  an  ode, 
**  till  we  mount  again  ?  Lord  !  if  you  pleas'd,  what 
**  a  clever  Mifcellany  might  you  make  at  leifure 
««•  hours .?"  Perhaps  I  may,  faid  J,  if  we  ride  on ; 

the- 
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the  motion  is  an  aid  to  my  fancy,  a  round  trott  very 
much  awakens  my  fpirits  :  then  jog  on  a  pace,  and 
I'll  think  as  hard  as  1  can. 

Silence  enfued  for  a  full  hour  $  after  which  Mr. 
Lintot  lugg'd  the  reins,  ftop'd  ftiort,  and  broke  out, 
"  Well,  Sir,  how  far  have  you  gone  ?"  I  anfwer'd, 
"  Seven  miles.  Z — ds,  Sir,  faid  Lintot,  I  thought 
"  you  had  done  feven  ftanzas.  Oldfworth,  in  a 
/'  ramble  round  Wimb  eton-hill,  would  tranflate  a 
"  whole  ode  in  half  this  time.  I'll  fay  that  for 
"  Oldfworth  (tho'  I  loft  by  his  Timothy's)  he  tran- 
"  flates  an  ode  of  Horace  die  quickeft  of  any  man 
"  in  England.  I  remember  Dr.  King  would  write 
"  verfcs  in  a  tavern  three  hours  after  he  could  not 
•"  fpeak  :  and  there's  Sir  Richard,  in  that  rumbling 
"  old  chariot  of  his,  between  Fleet-ditch  and  St. 
"  Giles's  pound,  (hall  make  you  half  a  Job." 

Pray,  Mr.  Lintot  (faid  I)  now  you  talk  of  Tran- 
flators,  what  is  your  method  of  managing  them  ? 
"  Sir  (reply'd  he)  thofe  are  the  faddeft  pack  of 
'"  rogues  in  the  world  :  in  a  hungry  fit,  they'll  fwear 
"  they  underftand  all  the  languages  in  the  univerfe  : 
"  I  have  known  one  of  them  take  down  a  Greek 
"  book  upon  my  counter  and  cry,  Ay,  this  is  He- 
"  brew,  I  muft  read  it  from  the  latter  end.  By 
"  G — d  I  can  never  be  fure  in  thefe  fellows,  for  I 
"  neither  underftajid  Greek,  Latin,  French,  nor 
•"  Italian  myfelf.  But  this  is  my  way  ;  I  agree  with 
"  them  for  ten  {hillings  per  fheet,  with  a  provifo, 
•"  that  I  will  have  their  doings  corrected  by  whom  I 
"  pleafe ;  fo  by  one  or  other  they  are  led  at  laft  to 
rfc  the  true  fenfe  of  an  author ;  my  judgment  giving 
*'  the  negative  to  a'l  my  tranflators."  But  how  are 
you  fecure  thofe  correctors  may  not  impofe  upon 
you  ?  "  Why  I  get  any  civil  gentleman,  (efpecially 
'"  any  Scotchman)  that  comes  into  my  (hop,  to  read 
*'  the  original  to  me  in  Englifli;  by  this  I  know 
R  3  "whether 
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"  whether  my  firft  tranflator  be  deficient,  and  whe- 

"  ther  my  corrector  merits  his  money  or  not  r 

"  I'll  tell  you  what  happert'd  to  me  laft  month  : 
<:  I  bargain'd  with  S*  for  a  new  vcrfion  of  Lucrc- 
"  tins  to  pub'ifh  againft  Tonfon's;  agreeing  to  pay 
the  author  fo  many  millings  at  his  producing,  fo 
many  lines.  He  made  a  great  progrefs  in  a  very 
fliort  time,  and  I  gave  it  to  the  corrector  to  com- 
pare with  the  Latin  ;  but  he  went  directly  to 
Creech's  tranflation,  and  found  it  the  fame  word 
for  word,  all  but  the  jfirft  page.  Now,  what  d'ye 
*'  think  I  did  ?  I  arreltcd  the  tranflator  for  a  cheat ; 
c<  nay,  and  I  ftopt  the  corrector's  pay  too,  upon 
•*  this  proof  that  he  had  made  ufe  of  Creech  inltead 
"  of  the  original." 

Pray  tell  me  next  how  you  deal  with  the  Critics? 
"  Sir  (laid  he)  nothing  more  cafy.  I  can  filence  the 
"'  molt  formidable  of  them :  the  rich  ones  for  a 
"  fhect  a  piece  of  the  blotted  mamifcript,  which 
"  cofts  me  nothing  ;  they'll  go  about  with  it  to 
'*  their  acquaintance,  and  pretend  they  had  it  from 
u  the  author,  who  fubmitted  to  their  correction  : 
"  this  has  given  fome  of  them  fuch  an  air,  that  in 
"  time  they  come  to  be  confulted  with,  and  dcdi- 
t;  cated  to,  as  the  top  Critics  of  the  town. — As  for 
"  the  poor  critics,  I'll  give  you  one  inftance  of  my 
u  management,  by  which  you  may  guefs  at  the  reft. 
"  A  lean  man,  that  look'd  like  a  very  good  fcholar, 
»*  came  to  me  t'®ther  day  ;  he  turn'd  over  your  Ho- 
"  mer,  fhook  his  head,  fhrug'd  up  his  /boulders, 
"  and  pifh'd  at  every  line  of  it :  One  would  won- 
£'  der  (fays  he)  at  the  ftrangeprefumption  of  fome 
*'  men  ;  Homer  is  Jio  fuch  eafy  talk,  that  every 
"  ihipling,  ever)'  verfificr — He  was 2ping on,  when 
**  my  wife  called  to  dinner  :  Sir,  faid  I,  will  you 
"  plcale  to  eat  a  piece  of  beef  with  me  '.  Mr  Lin* 
«*  tot,  faid  he,  I  am  lorry  you  fhould  be  at  the  cx- 

"  pence 
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<c  pence  of  this  great  book,  I  am  really  concern'd 
"  oti  your  account — Sir,  I  am  much  obliged  to  you ; 
"  if  you  can  dine  upon  a  piece  of  beef,  together 
*'  with  a'flice  of  pudding — Mr.  Lintot,  I  do  not 
"  fay  but  Mr.  Pope,  if  he  would  condeicend  to  ad- 
u  vi'fe  with  men  of  learning — Sir,  the  pudding  is 
"  upon  the  table,  if  you  pleafe  to  go  in — My  critic 
"  complies,  he  comes  to  a  taftcof  your  poetry,  and 
*'  tells  me  in  the  fame  breath,  that  the  book  is  conv- 
"  mendable,  aud  the  pudding  excellent. 

"  Now,  Sir,  (concluded  Mr.  Lintot)  in  return 
"  to  the  franknefs  I  have  {hewn,  pray  tell  me,  Is  it 
"  the  opinion  of  your  friends  af  court  that  my  Lord 
"  Lanfdown  will  be  brought  to  the  Jiar  or  not  ?"  I 
told  him  I  heard  he  would  not,  ami  I  hop'd  it,  my 
Lord  being  one  I  had  particular  obligations  to. 
*'  That  may  be  (reply'd  Mr.  LintotJ  but  by  G-d 
"  if  he  is  not,  I  (hall  lofe  the  .printing  of  a.  very 
'<  good  Trial." 

Thefc,  my  Lord,  are  a  few  traits  by  which  you 
may  difcera  the  genius  of  Mr.  Lintot,  which  I  have 
chofcn  for  the  fubjecl  of  a  letter.  I  dropt  him  as 
foon  as  I  got  to  Oxford,  and  paid  a  vjfii  to  my  Lord 
Carleton  at  Middleton. 

The  converfatioris  I  enjoy  here  are  not  to  be 
prejudiced  by  my  pen,  and  thepleafures  from  them 
only  to  be  equal'd  when  I  meet  your  Lordmip.  I 
hope  in  a  few  days  to  caft  myfelf  from  your  horfa 
4i|:  your  feet. 

J  .UJl,  &Cj 


R4  LET 
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LETTER    XI. 
To  the  Duke  of  BUCKINGHAM. 

(In  anfwertoa  Letter  in  which  he  inclofed  theDefcrlp- 
tion  of  Buckingham -houfe,  written  by  him  to  the  D. 

of  Sli.) 

PLINY  was  one  of  thofe  few  authors  who  had 
a  warm  houfe  over  his  head,  nay  two  houfes, 
as  appears  by  two  of  his  epiftles.  I  believe,  if  any 
of  his  contemporary  authors  durft  have  informed 
th~  public  where  they  lodged,  we  ihould  have  found 
the  garrets  of  Rome  as  well  inhabited,  as  thofe  of 
Fleet  ft rrc-i. ;  but  'tis  dangerous  to  let  creditors  into 
fuch  a  fecret,  therefore  we  may  prefumc  that  then, 
as  well  as  now-a-days,  no  body  knew  where  they 
lived  but  their  ijookfellers. 

It  feem«,  that  when  Virgil  came  to  Rome,  he 
had  no  lodging  at  all :  he  firft  introduc'd  himfelf  to 
Augustus  by  an  epigram  beginning  Noflepluit  tota-— 
an  obfervation  wkfch  probably  he  had  not  made,  un- 
lefs  he  had  lain  ail  night  in  the  ftreet. 

Where  Juvenal  lived  we  cannot  affirm;  but  in 
one  of  his  iatyrs  he  complains  of  the  exceflive  price 
of  lodging!  neither  do  I  believe  he  would  have 
talk'd  To  feelingly  of  Codrus's  bed,  if  there  had  been 
room  for  a  bedfellow  in  it. 

I  believe,  with  all  the  oftentation  of  Pliny,  he 
would  have  been  glad  to  have  changed  both  his 
houfes  for  your  Grace's  one  ;  which  is  a  country- 
houfe  in  the  fummer,  and  atown-houfe  in  the  win- 
ter, and  muft  be  owned  to  be  the  propere!t  habita- 
tion for  a  wife  man;  who  fees  all  the  world  change 
every  feafon  without  ever  changing  himfelf. 

I  have  been  reading  the  description  of  Pliny's 
houfe  with  an  eye  to  yours,  but,  finding  they  will 
beaj  no  companion,  will  try  if  it  can  be  matched 

by 
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by  the  large  country  feat  I  inhabit  at  prefent,  and 
fee  what  figure  it  may  make  by  the  help  of  a  florid 
defcription. 

You  muft  expect  nothing  regular  in  my  defcrip- 
tion,  any  more  than  in  the  houfe  ;  the  whole  vaft 
edifice  is  fo  disjointed,  and  the  fevcral  parts  of  it  fo 
detach'd  one  from  the  other,  and  yet  fo  joining 
again,  one  cannot  tell  how,  that,  in  one  of  my  po- 
etical fits,  I  imagined  it  had  been  a  village  in  Am- 
phion's  time,  where  the  cottages  having  taken  a  coun- 
try dance  together,  had  been  all  out,  and  flood  ftone- 
ftill  with  amazement  ever  fmce. 

You  muft  excufe  me,  if  I  fay  nothing  of  the 
Front;  indeed  I  don't  know  which  it  is.  A  ftranger 
would  be  grievcufly  disappointed,  who  endeavour'd 
to  get  into  this  houfe  the  -right  way.  One  would 
reafonably  expect  after  the  entry  through  the  Porch 
to  be  let  into  the  hall :  alas  nothing  lefs  !  you  find 
yourfelf  in  the  houfe  of  office.  From  the  parlour 
you  think  to  ftep  into  the  drawing  room,  but  upon 
opening  the  iron-nail'd  door,  you  are  convinced  by 
a  flight  of  birds  about  your  ears,  and  a  cloud  of  duft 
in  your  eyes,  that  it  is  the  Pigeon-houfe.  If  you 
come  into  the  chapel,  you  find  its  altars,  like  thofe 
of  the  Ancients,  continually  fmoakins;,  but  it  is 
with  the  fteams  of  the  adjoining  kitchin. 

The  great  hall  within  is  high  and  fpacious,  flank'd 
on  one  fide  with  a  very  long  table,  a  true  image  of 
ancient  hofpitality :  the  walls  are  all  over  ornament- 
ed with  monftrous  horns  of  animals,  about  twenty 
broken  pikes,  ten  or  a  dozen  blunderbufles,  and  a 
rutty  matchlock  mufquct  or  two,  which  weivcre  in* 
form'd  had  ferv'd  in  the  civil  wars.  Here  is  one  vaft 
arch'd  window  beautifully  darken'd  with  divers 
fcutcheons  of  painted  glafs :  one  mining  pane  in 
particular  bears  date  1286,  which  alone  preferves 
the  memory  of  a  Knight  whofe  iron  armour  is  long 
fmce  perifhed  with  ruft,  ajid  whofe  alabafter  nofe  is 

moulder'd 
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moulder' d  from  his  monument.  The  face  of  dame 
Eleanor  in  another  piece  owes  more  to  that  fmgle 
pane  than  to  all  the  glafles  (he  ever  confulted  in  her  . 
life.  After  this,  who  can  fay  that  glafs  is  frail,  when 
it  is  not  half  fo  frail  as  human  beauty,  or  glory .'  and 
yet  I  can't  but  figh  to  think  that  the  moil  authentic 
record  of  fo  ancient  a  family  mould  lie  at  the  mercy 
of  every  infant  who  flings  a  done.  In  former  days 
there  have  dined  in  this  hall  garter'd  Knights,  and 
courtly  Dames,  attended  by  ufhers,  fcwcrs,  and  fe- 
ncfchals;  and  yet  it  was  but  laft  night,  that  an  owl 
flew  hither  and  miftook  it  for  a  barn. 

This  hall  lets  you  (up  and  down)  over  a  very 
high  threfhold  into  the  great  parlour.  Its  contents 
are  a  broken-belly 'd  virginal,  a  couple  of  criplcd 
velvet  chairs,  with  two  or  three  mill-dew'd  pictures 
of  mould  v  anceftors,  who  look  as  difmally  as  if  they 
came  frefh  from  hell  with  all  their  brimftonc  about 
them  ;  thefe  are  carefully  let  at  the  farther  corner, 
for  the  windows  being  every  where  broken  make  it 
fo  convenient  a  place  to  dry  poppies  and  muftard 
feed,  that  the  room  is  appropriated  to  that  ufe. 

Next  this  parlour,  as  1  faid  before,  lies  the  pigeon- 
lioufc,  by  the  fide  of  which  runs  an  entry,  which 
lets  you  on  one  hand  and  t'other  into  a  bed-chamber, 
a  buttery,  and  a  fmall  hole  call'd  the  chaplain's  ftu.- 
dy :  then  follow  a  brew-houfc,  a  little  green  and  gilt 
parlour,  and  the  great  ihu'rs,  under  which  is  th« 
dairy  ;  a  little  farther  on  the  right  the  fcrvants  hall, 
and  by  the  fide  of  it  up  fix  freps,  the  old  lady's  clofet 
for  her  private  devotions  ;  which  has  a  Ictticc  into  the 
hall,  intended  (as  we  imagine)  that  at  the  fame  time 
as  flic  pray'd,  fhe  might  have  an  eye  on  the  men  and 
maids.  There  arc  upon  the  ground  floor  in  all  twen- 
ty fix  apartments,  among  which  I  muft  not  forget 
a  chamber  which  has  in  it  a  large  Antiquity  of  tim- 
ber, that  fcems  to  have  been  either  a  bedftead,  or  .1 
cvder-prefi. 

'    The 
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The  kitchen  is  built  in  form  of  the  Rotunda,  be- 
ing one  vaft  vault  to  the  top  of  the  Houfe  ;  where 
one  aperture  fervc-s  to  Jet, oat  the  fmoke,  and  Jet  in 
the  light.  By  the  blackncfs  of  the  wails,  the  cir- 
cular fires,  vail  cauldrons,  yawning  mouths  of.  ovens 
and  fu-rnaces,  you  would  think  it  either  the  force  of 
Vulcan,  the  cave  of  Polypheme,  or  the  temple  of 
Moloch.  The  horror  of  this  place  has  made  fuch 
an  Unprefiion  on  the  cpuntry  people,  that  they  be- 
lieve the  Witches  keep  their  Sabbath  here,  and  that 
once  a  year  the  Devil  treats  them  with  infernal  ve- 
jjifon,  a  roaftcd  Tiger  ftuff'd  with  ten-penny  nails. 
Above  itairs  we  have  a  number  of  rooms  :  you 
never  pr.fb  out  of  one  into  another  but  by  the  afccnt 
or  defcent  of  two  or  three  ftairs.  Our  beft  room  is 
very  lor 5  and  low,  of  the  .exa&  proportion  of  a 
Band-box.  In  moft  of  thefe  rooms  there  are  hang- 
Ings  of  the  fu  eft  work  in  the  world,  that  is  to  fay, 
thofe  which  Aiv.chne  fpins  from  her  own  bowels. 
Were  it  not  for  this  only  furniture,  the  whole  would 
be  a  miferab'e  fccne  of  naked  walls,  fiaw'd  delinks, 
broken  windows,  and  rutty  locks.  The  roof  is  fo 
decay 'd,  that  atter  a  iuvourable  fhower  we  may  ex- 
pect a  crop  of  mufhrooms  between  the  chinks  of  our 
floors.  All  the  doors  are  as  little  and  low  as  thofe  to 
the  cabbins  of  Packet-boats.  Thefe  rooms  have  for 
many  years  had  no  ether  inhabitants  than  certain  rats, 
>vho"fe  very  age  renders  them  worthy  of  this  Seat, 
for  ^he  very  rats  of  this  venerable  houfe  are  grey : 
fmce  thefc  have  not  yet  quitted  it,  we  hope  at  leait 
that  this  ancient  manfion  may  not  fall  during  the 
fmall  remnant  thefe  poor  animals  have  to  live,  who 
are  now  too  infirm  to  remove  to  another.  There  is 
yet  a.  fmajl  fubfiftance  left  them  in  the  few  remaining 
books  of  tlie  Library. 

Wr  had  never  feea  half  what  I  had  defcribcd,  but 
for  a  ftarch'd  grey-headed  Steward,  who  is  as  much 
an  antiquity  as  any  in  this  place,  and  looks  like  an 

old 
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old  family  picture  walked  out  of  its  frame.  He  en- 
tertain'd  us  as  we  pr.fs'd  from  room  to  room  with  fe- 
•veral  relations  6f  the  family  ;  but  his  obfervations 
•were  particularly  curious  when  we  came  to  the  cel- 
lar :  he  informed  us  where  flood  the  triple  rows  of 
tmts  of  fack,  and  where  were  ranged  the  bottles  of 
tent,  for  toafts  in  a  morning ;  he  pointed  to  the 
ilands  that  fuppoited  the  iron-hoop'd  hogfheads  of 
Jlrong  beer ;  then  ftepping  to  a  corner,  he  lugg'd 
out  the  tatter'd  fragments  of  an  unframed  picture ; 
*6  This  (fays  he,  with  tears)  was  poor  Sir  Thomas  ! 
"  oncemafter  of  all  this  drink.  He  had  two  fons, 
*'  poor  young  matters  !  who  never  arrived  to  the 
«'  age  of  his  beer  ;  they  both  fell  ill  in  this  very 
*'  room,  and  never  went  out  on  their  own  legs." 
He  could  not  pafs  by  a  heap  of  broken  bottles  with- 
out taking  up  a  piece,  to  fhow  us  the  Arms  of  the 
family  upon  it.  He  then  led  us  up  the  Tower  by 
<Jark  winding  ftone  ftcps,  which  landed  us  into  feve- 
ral  little  rooms  one  above  another.  One  of  thefe 
was  nail'd  up,  and  our  guide  whifper'd  to  us  as  a  fe- 
cret  the  occafion  of  it :  It  feems  the  courfe  of  this 
noble  blood  was  a  little  interrupted  about  two  centu- 
ries ago,  by  a  freak  of  the  lady  Frances,  who  was 
here  taken  in  the  fact  with  a  neighbouring  Prior, 
«ver  fmce  which  the  room  has  been  nailed  up,  and 
branded  with  the  name  of  the  Adultery-Chamber. 
The  ghoft  of  lady  Frances  is  fuppofcd  to  walk  there, 
and  fome  prying  maids  of  the  family  report  that  they 
have  feen  a  lady  in  a  fard.ngale  thro'  the  key-hole ; 
but  this  matter  is  huftit  up,  and  the  fervants  are  foT~ 
bid  to  talk  of  it. 

I  mufl  needs  have  tired  you  by  this  long  defcrip* 
tion :  but  what  engaged  me  in  it,  was  a  generous  prin- 
ciple to  preferve  the  memory  of  that,  which  itfelf 
muft  foon  fall  into  duft,  nay  perhaps  part  of  it,  be- 
fore this  letter  reaches  your  hands, 

Indeed 


FROM  SEVERAL  PERSONS.     153 

Indeed  we  owe  this  old  houfe  the  fame  kind  of 
gratitude  that  we  do  to  an  old  friend,  who  harbours 
us  in  his  declining  condition,  nay  even  in  his  laft 
extremities.  How  fit  is  this  retreat  for  uninterrupt- 
ed ftudy,  where  no  one  that  pafles  by  can  dream 
there  is  an  inhabitant,  and  even  thofe  who  would 
dine  with  us  dare  not  ftay  under  our  roof  !  Any  one 
that  fees  it  will  own  I  could  not  have  chofen  a  more 
likely  place  to  converfe  with  the  dead  in.  I  had  been 
mad  indeed  if  I  had  left  your  Grace  for  any  one 
but  Homer.  But  when  I  return  to  the  living,  I 
fliall  have  the  fenfe  to  endeavour  to  converfe  with 
the  beft  of  them,  and  (hall  therefore  as  foon  as  pof- 
fible  tell  you  in  perfon  how  much  I  am,  &c. 


LETTER    XII. 
The  Duke  of  BUCKINGHAM  to  Mr.  POPE, 

YOU  defire  my  opinion  as  to  the  late  difpute  ia 
France  concerning  Homer :  And  I  think  it 
excufable  (at  an  age  alas  !  of  not  much  pleafurc)  to 
amufe  myfelf  a  little  in  taking  notice  of  a  contro- 
veriy,  than  which  nothing  is  at  prefent  more  re- 
markable (even  in  a  nation  who  value  themfe  Ives  fo 
much  upon  the  Belles  Lettres)  both  on  account  of 
the  illuftrious  fubjcc't  of  it,  and  of  the  two  perfons 


mgaged  in  the  quarrel. 
The  one  is  extr 


extraordinary  in  all  the  Lyric  kind  of 
Poetry,  eveji  in  the  opinion  of  his  very  adverfary. 
The  other  a  Lady  (and  of  more  value  for  being  fo) 
not  only  of  great  Learning,  but  with  a  Genius  ad- 
mirably turn'd  to  that  fort  of  it  which  moft  becomes 
her  Sex  for  foftnefs,  genteelnefs,  and  promoting  of 
virtue ;  and  fuch  as  (one  would  think)  is  not  fo 
liable  as  other  parts  of  fcholarfllip,  to  ;ough  difputes7 
or  violent  ariimofity. 

2  Yet 
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Yet  it  has  fo  hapncn'd,  that  no  writers,  even 
about  Divinity  itfelf,  have  been  more  outragious  or 
uncharitable  than  thefe  two  polite  authors  ;  by  fuf- 
fering  their  judgments  to  be  a  little  warped  (if  I  may 
ufe  that  exprcfllon)  by  the  heat  of  their  eager  incli- 
nations, to  attack  or  defend  fo  great  an  Author  under 
debate.  I  wifh  for  the  fake  of  the  public,  which  is 
now  fo  well  entertained  by  their  quarrel,  it  may  not 
end  at  laft  in  their  agreeing  to  blame  a  third  man 
who  is  fo  prefumptuous  as  to  cenfure  both,  if  they 
fhould  chance  to  hear  of  it. 

To  begin  with  matter  of  facl.  M.  D'Acier  has 
well  iudg'd,  that  the  beft  of  all  Poets  certainly  de- 
ferved  aticttcr  tranflation,  atleaft  into  French' profe, 
becaufe  to  fee  it  done  in  verfe  was  defpair'd  of:  I 
believe  indeed,  from  a  defect  in  that  language,  in- 
capable of  mounting  to  any  degree  of  excellence 
fui table  to  fo  very  great  an  undertaking. 

She  has  not  only  perform'd  this  talk  as  well  as 
profc  can  do  it,  (which  is  indeed  but  as  the  wrong 
fide  of  tapeftry  is  able  to  reprefent  the  right  *)  fhc 
has  added  to  it  alfo  many  learned  and  ufeful  annota- 
tions. With  all  which  fhe  moft  obligingly  delighted 
not  only  her  own  fex,  but  moft  of  ours,  ignorant 
of  the  Greek,  and  confequently  her  advcrfary  him- 
felf,  who  frankly  acknowledges  that  ignorance. 

'Tis  no  wonder  therefore,  if,  in  doing  this,  fhe 
is  grown  fo  cnamour'd  of  that  utifpeakably-charm- 
.ing  Author,  as  to  have  a  kind  of  horror  af  the  lenft 
mention  of  a  man  bold  enough  to  blame  him. 

Now  as  to  M.  de  l-.t  Motte,  he  being  already  dd- 
fervedjy  famous  for  all  forts  of  Lyric  poetry,  was  fo 
far  introduced  by  her  into  thole  beauties  of  the  Epit 
kind  (tho*  but  in  that  war  of  tranflation)  as  not  t6 
rcfift  the  pleasure  and  )>opc  of  reputation,  by  at- 
tempting that  in  verfe,  which  had  been  applauded 

*  .\  thoijght  of  Cen  ;v 
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fo  much  for  the  difficulty  of  doing  it  even  in  profe; 
knowing  how  this,  well  executed",  muft  extremely 
tran fcend  the  other. 

But,  as  great  Poets  are  a  little  apt  to  think  they 
have  an  ancient  right  of  being  excus'd  for  vanity  on 
all  occafions,  he  was  not  content  to  out-do  M. 
D'Acier,  but  endeavour'cl  to  out- do  Homer  himfelf, 
and  all  that  ever  in  any  age  or  nation  went  before 
him  in  the  fame  enterprize  ;  by  leaving  out,  alter- 
ing, or  adding  whatever  he  thought  belt. 

Againft  this  prefumptuous  attempt,  Homer  has 
been  in  all  times  fo  well  defended,  as  not  to  need  my 
imall  afliftance  ;  yet,  I  muft  needs  fay,  his  excellen- 
cies are  fuch,  that  for  their  fakes  he  deferves  a  much 
gentler  touch  for  his  feeming  errors.  Thefe  if  M. 
de  la  Motte  had  tranflated  as  well  as  the  reft,  with 
an  apology  for  having  retain'd  them  only  out  of 
mccr  veneration ;  his  judgment,  in  my  opinion, 
Would  have  appear'd  much  greater  than  by  the  beft 
of  his  alterations,  though  I  admit  them  to  be  writ- 
ten very  finely.  I  join  with  M.  de  la  Motte  in 
wondering;  at  fome  odd  things  in  Homer,  but  'tis 
chiefly  bccaufe  of  his  fublime  ones,  1  was  about  to 
fay  his  divine  ones,  which  almoft  furprize  me  at 
rin J ing  him  any  where  in  the  fallible  condition  of 
human  nature. 

And  now  we  arc  wondering,  I  am  in  a  difficulty 
to  guejs  what  can  be  the  reafon  of  thefc  exceptions 
againft  Homer,  from  one  who  has  himfelf  tranflated 
him,  contrary  to  the  general  cuftom  of  tranfl.itor's. 
Is  there  not  a  little  of  that  in  it  ?  I  mean  to  be  Cn- 
gular,  in  getting  above  the  title  of  a  Tr.mflatdr,  tho' 
fufficiently  honourable  in  this  cafe.  For  fuch  an 
ambition  no  body  has  lefs  dccafion,  than  one  whg 
is  fo  fine  a  Poet  in  other  kinds ;  and  who  muft  have 
too  much  wit  to  believe,  any  alteration  of  another 
can  entitle  him  to  the  denomination  of  an  Epic  Poet 
himfelf:  tho'  no  man  in  this  age  fccms  more  capable 

of 
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of  being  a  good  one,  if  the  French  tongue  would 
bear  it.     Yet  in  his  translation  he  has  done  too  well, 
to  leave  any  doubt  (with  all  his  faults)  that  her's  can 
be  ever  parallel'd  with  it. 

Befides  he  could  not  be  ignorant,  that  finding 
faults  is  the  mod  eafy  and  vulgar  part  of  a  critic  ; 
•whereas  nothing  fhews  fo  much  (kill  and  tafte  both, 
as  the  being  throughly  fenfible  of  the  fublimeft  ex- 
cellencies. 

What  can  we  fay  in  excufe  of  all  this  ?  Humanum 
eft  error e :  Since  as  good  a  Poet  as,  I  believe,  the 
French  language  is  capable  of,  arid  as  fharp  a  Critic 
as  any  nation  can  produce,  has  by  too  much  cen- 
furing  Homer  fubjuSted  atranflation  to  cenfure,  that 
would  have  otherwife  flood  the  left  of  the  fevereft 
adverfary. 

But  fmce  he  would  needs  chufe  that  wrong  way 
ofs.criticifm,  I  wonder  he  mifs'd  a  ftone  fo  eafy  to 
be  thrown  again  ft  Homer,  not  for  his  filling  the 
Iliad  with  fo  much  daughter  (for  that  is  to  be  ex- 
cufed,  fmce  a  war  is  not  capable  of  being  defcribed 
without  it)  but  with  fo  many  various  particulars  of 
wounds  and  horror,  as  (hew  the  writer  (I  am  afraid) 
fo  delighted  that  way  himfelf,  as  not  the  leaft  to 
doubt  his  reader  being  fo  alfo.  Like  Spanioletta, 
whofe  difmal  pictures  are  the  more  difagreeable  for 
being  always  fo  very  movingly  painted.  Even  Hec- 
tor's laft  parting  from  his  fon  and  Andromache  hard- 
ly makes  us  amends  for  his  body's  being  dragg'd 
thrice  round  the  town.  M.  de  la  Motte  in  his 
ftrongeft  objection  about  that  difmal  combat,  has 
fufficient  caufe  to  blame  his  inraged  adverfary;  who 
here  gives  an  inftance  that  it  is  impoiflble  to  be  vio- 
lent without  committing  feme  m-ittake  ;  her  paffion 
for  Homer  blinding  her  too  much  to  perceive  the  very 
grofleft  of  his  failings.  By  which  warning  I  am  be- 
come a  little  more  capable  of  impartiality,  tho'  in  a 
difpute  about  that  very  Poet  for  whom  I  have  the 
greateit  veneration,  M. 
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M.  D'Acier  might  have  confider'd  a  little,  that 
whatever  were  the  motives  of  M.  de  la  Motte  to  fo 
bold  a  proceeding,  it  could  not  darken  that  fame 
which  I  am  fure  (he  thinks  {hines  fecurely  even  after 
the  vain  attempts  of  Plato  himfeJf  againft  it  :  causM 
only  perhaps  by  a  like  reafon  with  that  of  Madam 
D'Acier's  anger  againft  M.  de  la  Motte,  namely, 
the  finding  that  in  profe  his  genius  (great  as  it  was) 
could  not  be  capable  of  the  fublime  heights  of  po- 
etry, which  therefore  he  baniih'd  out  of  his  common- 
wealth. 

Nor  were  thefe  objections  to  Homer  any  m^re 
leflening  of  her  merit  in  tranfiating  him  as  well  as 
that  way  is  capable  of,  viz.  fully,  plainly,  and  eje- 
gantly,  than  the  moft  admirable  verfcs  can  be  any 
difparagement  to  as  excellent  profc. 

The  beft  excufe  for  all  this  violence  is,  its  being 
in  a  caufe  which  gives  a  kind  of  reputation  even  to 
fuffering,  notwithstanding  ever  fo  ill  a  management 
of  it. 

The  worft  of  defending  even  Homer  in  fuel)  a 
paffionate  manner,  is  its  being  more  a  proof  of  her 
weaknefs,  than  of  his  being  liable  to  none.  For 
what  is  it  can  excufe  Homer  any  more  than  Hector, 
for  flying  at  the  firft  fight  of  Achilles  ?  whofe  terrible 
afpecl:  fure  needed  not  fuch  an  inexcufable  fright  to 
fet  it  off;  and  methinks  all  that  account  of  Miner- 
va's reftoring  his  dart  to  Achilles,  comes  a  little  too 
late,  for  excufmg  Hector's  fo  terrible  apprchenfion 
at  the  very  firft. 


LETTER 
To  the  Duke  of  BUCKINGHAM. 

Sept.  i,  1718. 

I  AM  much  honour'd  by  your  Grace's  compli- 
ance with  my  requeft,  in  giving  me  your  opinion 
of  the  French  difpute  concerning  Homer.     And  I 
VOL.  VII.  S  (hall 
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ihall  keep  my  word,  in  fairly  telling  wherein  I  dif- 
agree  from  you.  It  is  but  in  two  or  three  .very 
fmall  points,  not  fo  much  of  the  difpute,  as  of  the 
parties  conccrn'd  in  it.  I  cannot  think  quite  fo 
highly  of  the  Lady's  learning,  tho'  I  refpect  it  very 
much.  It  is  great  complaiiance  in  that  polite  na- 
tion, to  allow  her  to  be  a  Critic  of  equal  rank  with 
her  hufband.  To  inftance  no  further,  his  remarks 
on  Horace  (hew  more  good  Senfe,  Penetration,  and 
a  better  Tafte  of  his  author,  and  thofe  upon  Ari- 
ftotle's  Art  of  poetry  more  Skill  arid  Science,  than 
any  of  her's  on  any  author  whatever*.  In  truth, 
they  are  much  more  flight,  dwell  more  in  generals, 
and  are,  befides,  for  the  m  oft  part  lefs  her  own  ;  of 
which  her  Remarks  upon  Homer  are  an  example, 
where  Euftathius  is  tranfcribed  ten  times  for  once 
that  he  is  quoted.  Nor  is  there  at  all  more  depth  of 
learning  in  thofe  upon  Terence,  Plautus,  (or  wK  re 
they  were  moft  wanted)  upon  Ariftophane.-:, 
the  Greek  fcholia  upon  the  latter  are  fome  of  the 
beft  extant. 

Your  Grace  will  believe  me,  that  I  old  not  k-arch 
to  find  defects  in  a  Lady  ;  my  employment  upon  the 
Iliad  forced  me  to  fee  them ;  yet  I  have  had  ib  much 
of  the  French  complaifance  as  to  conceal  her  thefts ; 
for  wherever  I  have  found  her  notes  to  be  wholly 
another's  (which  is  the  cafe  in  fome  hundreds ^  I 
have  barely  quoted  the  true  Proprietor  without  ob- 
ferving  upon  it.  If  Madam  Dacier  has  ever  feeu 
my  obfervations,  (he  will  be  fenfible  of  this  conduct, 
but  what  cffe&  it  may  have  upon  a  Lady,  I  will  not 
anfwer  for 

In  the  next  place,  as  to  M.  de  la  Motte,  I  think 
your  Grace  hardly  does  him  right,  in  fuppofing  he 
could  have  no  Idea  of  the  beauties  of  Homer's  Epic 
Poetry,  but  what  he  learn'd  from  Madam  Dacier's 


This  is  a  juft  Character  of  that  excellent  Critic. 

Prof( 


• 
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Profe-tranflation.  There  had  been  a  very  elegant 
Profe-tranflation  before,  that  of  Monfieur  de  Ja  Val- 
terie ;  fo  elegant,  that  the  ftyle  of  it  was  evidently 
the  original  and  model  of  the  famous  Telemaque. 
*  Your  Grace  very  juflly  animadverts  againft  the  too 
great  difpofition  of  finding  faults,  in  the  one,  and 
of  confeilmg  none  in  the  other :  But  doubtlefs,  as 
to  Violence,  the  Lady  has  infinitely  the  better  of  the 
Gentleman.  Nothing  can  be  more  polite,  difpaf- 
fionate,  or  fenfible,  than  M.  de  la  Motte's  manner 
of  managing  the  difpute  :  and  fo  much  as  I  fee  your 
Grace  admires  the  beauty  of  his  verfe  (in  which  you 
have  thefuffrage  too  of  the  Archbifhop  of  Cambray) 
I  will  venture  to  fay,  his  profe  is  full  as  good.  I 
think  therefore  when  you  fay,  no  difputants  even 
in  Divinity  could  be  more  outragious  and  uncha- 
ritable than  thefe  two  autho'rs,  you  are  a  little  too 
hard  upon  M.  de  la  Motte.  Not  but  that  (with 
your  Grace)  I  doubt  as  little  of  the  zeal  of  Com- 
mentators as  of  the  zeal  of  Divines,  and  am  as  ready 
to  believe  of  the  paflions  and  pride  of  mankind  in 
general,  that  (did  but  the  fame  interefts  go  along 
with  them)  they  would  carry  the  learned  world  to 
as  violent  extremes,  animofities,  and  even  perfecu- 
tions,  about  variety  of  opinions  in  Criticifm,  as 
ever  they  did  about  Religion  :  and  that,  in  defect  of 
Scripture  to  quarrel  r.pon,  we  fhould  have  French, 
Italian,  and  Dutch  Commentators  ready  to  burn 
one  another  about  Homer,  Virgil,  Terence,  and 
Horace. 

I  do  not  wonder  your  G  race  is  fhock'd  at  the  flight 
of  Hector  upon  the  firft  appearance  of  Achilles  in 
the  twenty-fecond  Iliad.  However  (to  fhewmyfelf 
a  true  Commentator,  if  not  a  true  Critic)  I  will 
endeavour  to  excufe,  if  not  to  defend  it  in  my  Notes 
on  that  book.  And  to  five  myfelf  what  trouble  I 
can,  inftead  of  doing  it  in  this  letter,  I  will  draw 
up  the  fubflance  of  what  I  have  to  fay  for  it  in  a  fe- 
S  2  paratc 
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para'e  paper,  which  I'll  {hew  your  Grace  when  next 
we  meet,  i  will  only  defire  you  to  allow  me,  that 
He&or  was  in  an  abfolute  certainty  of  death,  and 
deprefs'd  over  and  above  with  the  confcience  of  be- 
ing in  an  ill  caufe.  If  your  heart  be  fo  great,  as 
not  to  grant  the  firft  of  thefe  will  fink  the  fpirit  of 
a  Hero,  you'll  at  lead  be  fo  good,  as  to  allow  the 
fecond  may.  But  lean  tell  your  Grace,  no  lefs  a 
Hero  than  my  Lord  Peterborow,  when  a  perfcn 
complimented  him  for  never  being  afraid,  made  this 
anfwer ;  4l  Sir,  fhew  me  a  danger  that  I  think  an 
**  imminent  and  real  one,  and  I  promife  you  I'll  be 
"  as  much  afraid  as  any  of  you." 

I  am  your  Grace's,  &c, 

LETTER    XIV. 
From  Dr.  ARBUTHNOT. 

London,  Sept.  7,  1714. 

IAM  extremely  obliged  to  you  for  taking  notice 
of  a  poor  old  dillrelfed  courtier,  commonly  the 
moft  defpifeable  thing  in  the  World.  This  blow  has 
fo  rous'd  Scriblerus  that  he  has  recovered  his  fenfes, 
and  thinks  and  talks  like  other  men.  From  being 
fiolickfome  and  gay  he  is  turn'd  grave  and  morofe. 
His  lucubrations  lie  neglected  among  old  news- pa- 
per?, cafes,  petitions,  and  abundance  of  unanfwer- 
able  letters.  I  wifh  to  God  they  had  been  among 
the  papers  of  a  noble  Lord  fealed  up.  Then  might 
Scriblerus  have  pafled  for  the  Pretender,  and  it 
would  have  been  a  moft  excellent  and  laborious 
work  for  the  Flying  Port  or  feme  fuch  author,  to 
have  allegoriz'd  all  his  adventures  into  a  plot,  and 
found  out  myiteries  (binewhat  like  the  Key  to  the 
Lock.  Martin's  office  ii  now  the  fecond  door  on 
the  left  hand  in  Dover -ftrcet,  where  he  will  be  glad 
to  fee  Dr.  Parnelle,  Mr.  Pope,  and  his  old  friends, 
to  whom  he  c?n  ftili  afford  a  ha  f  pint  of  claiet.  It 
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is  with  fome  pleafure  that  he  contemplates  the  world 
ftill  bufy,  and  all  mankind  at  work  for  him.  I  have 
feen  a  letter  from  Dean  Swift ;  he  keeps  up  his  no- 
ble fpirit,  and  tho'  like  a  man  knock'd  down,  you 
may  behold  him  ftill  with  a  ftern  countenance,  and 
aiming  a  blow  at  his  adverfaries.  I  will  add  no 
more,  being  in  hafte,  only  that  I  will  never  forgive 
you  if  you  don't  ufe  my  aforefaid  houfe  in  Dover - 
frreet  with  the  fame  freedom  as  you  did  that  in  St. 
James's ;  for  as  our  friendfhip  was  not  begun  upon 
the  relation  of  a  courtier,  fo  I  hope  it  will  not  end 
with  it.  I  will  always  be  proud  to  be  reckon'd  amongft 
the  number  of  your  friends  and  humble  fervants. 

LETTER     XV. 
To  Dr.  ARBURTHNOT. 

Sept.  10. 

T  AM  glad  your  Travels  delighted  you  ;  improve 
J_  yoM,  1  am  fure,  they  could  not ;  you  are  not 
fo  much  a  youth  as  that,  tho'  you  run  about  with  a 
King  of  fixteen,  and  (what  makes  him  ftill  more  a 
child)  a  King  of  Frenchmen.  My  own  time  has 
been  more  melancholy,  fpent  in  an  attendance  upon 
death,  which  has  feized  one  of  our  family :  my 
mother  is  fomething  better,  though  at  her  advanced 
age  every  day  is  a  climacteric.  There  was  joined 
to  this  an  indifpofition  of  my  own,  which  I  ou^ht 
to  look  upon  as  a  flight  one  compared  with  my  mo- 
ther's, becaufe  my  life  is  not  of  half  the  confe- 
quence  to  any  body  that  her's  is  to  me.  All  th 
incidents  have  hinder'd  my  more  fpeedy  reply 
your  obliging  letter. 

The  article  you  enquire  of,  is  of  as  little  concern 
to  me  as  you  defire  it  fiiould  ;  namely  the  railing  pa- 
pers about  the  Odyfley.  If  the  book  has  merit,  it 
will  extinguim  all  fuch  nafty  fcandal ;  as  the  Sun 
puts  an  end  to  ftinks,  merely  by  coming  out. 

I  wifli 
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I  wifh  I  had  nothing  to  trouble  me  more ;  an  ho 
neft  mind  is  not  in  the  power  of  any  dimoneft  one. 
To  break  its  peace,  there  muft  be  fome  guilt  or  con- 
fcioufnefs,  which  is  inconfiflent  with  its  own  prin- 
ciples. Not  but  malice  and  injuftice  have  their  day, 
like  fome  poor  fhort-lived  vermine  that  die  in  fhoot- 
ing  their  own  flings.  Falfhood  is  Folly  (fays  Ho- 
mer) and  liars  and  calumniators  at  laft  hurt  none 
but  themfelves,  even  in  this  world  :  in  the  next, 
'tis  charity  to  fay,  God  have  mercy  on  them  !  they 
were  the  devil's  vicegerents  upon  earth,  who  is  the 
father  of  lies,  and,  I  fear,  has  a  right  to  dUpofe  of 
his  children. 

I've  had  an  occafion  to  make  thefe  reflections  of 
late  more  juftly  than  from  any  thing  that  concerns 
my  writings,  for  it  is  one  that  concerns  my  morals, 
and  (which  I  ought  to  be  as  fender  of  as  my  own) 
the  good  character  of  another  very  innocent  perfon, 
who  I'm  fure  fhares  your  friendship  no  lefs  than  I  do. 
No  creature  has  better  natural  difpofitions,  or  would 
act  more  rightly  or  reafonably  in  every  duty,  did  fhe 
act  by  herftlf,  or  from  hcrfcjf  j  but  you  know  it  is 
the  misfortune  of  that  family  to  be  governed  like  a 
fhip,  I  mean  the  Head  guided  by  die  Tail,  and  that 
by  every  wind  that  blows  in  it. 

LETTER    XVI. 
Mr.  POPE  to  the  Earl  of  OXFORD. 
MvLoRD,  Oct.  21,  1721. 

YOUR  Lordfhip  may  be  furpriz'd  at  the  liber- 
ty I  take  in  writing  to  you;  tho'  you  will  al- 
low me  always  to  remember,  that  you  once  permit- 
ted me  that  honour,  in  conjunction  with  fome  others 
who  better  deferved  it.  I  hope  you  will  not  won- 
der I  am  (till  defirous  to  have  you  think  me  your 
grateful  and  faithful  fervant  ;  but,  1  own,  I  have  an 
ambition  yet  further,  to  have  others  think  me  fo, 

which 
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which  is  the  occafion  I  give  your  Lordfhip  the  trou- 
ble of  this.  Poor  Parnel],  before  he  died,  left  me 
the  charge  of  publishing  thefe  few  remains  of  his  : 
J  have  a  llrong  defire  to  make  them,  their  author, 
?.nd  their  pubiifher,  more  confiderable,  by  addreffing 
and  dedicating  them  all  to  you.  There  is  a  pleafure 
iii  hearing  teftimony  to  truth,  and  a  vanity  perhaps, 
which  at  Icaft  is  as  excufable  as  any  vanity  caa  be. 
I  beg  you,  my  Lord,  to  allow  me  to  gratify  it  in 
prefixing  this  paper  of  honeft  verfes  to  the  book.  I 
fend  the  book  itfelf,  which,  I  dare  fay,  you'll  receive 
more  fatisfaftion  in  perufing,  than  you  can  from  any 
tiling  written  upon  the  fubject  of  yourfelf.  There- 
fore I  am  a  good  deal  in  doubt,  whether  you  will 
care  for  fuch  an  addition  to  it.  All  I  fhall  fay  fork 
is,  that  'tis  the  only  dedication  I  ever  writ,  and 
/hall  be  the  only  one,  whether  you  accept  of  it  or 
not :  for  I  will  not  bow  the  knee  to  a  lefs  man  than 
my  Lord  Oxford,  and  1  cxpedl  to  fee  no  greater  in 
my  time. 

After  all,  if  your  Lord/hip  will  tell  my  Lord 
Harley  that  I  muft  not  do  this,  you  may  depend  up- 
on a  fuppreflion  of  thefe  verfes  (the  only  copy  where- 
of I  fend  you)  but  you  never  fhall  fupprefs  that 
great,  lincere,  and  entire  rdpecl:,  with  which  I  am 
always, 

My  Lord, 

Your,  &c. 


LETTER    XVII. 
The  Earl  of  OXFORD  to  Mr.  POPE. 
S  I  R,  Bramton  Caftle,  Nov.  6.  1721. 

Received  your  packet,  which  could  not  but  give 
me  great  pleafure,  to  fee  you  prefcrve  an  old 
friend  in  your  memory  j  for  it  muft  needs  be  very 
agreeable  to  be  remeinber'd  by  thofe  we  highly  va- 
lue. 


I 
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lue.  But  then  how  much  fhame  did  it  caufe  me^ 
when  I  read  your  very  fine  verfes  enclos'd  ?  my  mind 
reproach'd  me  how  far  fliort  I  came  of  what  your 
great  friendfhip  and  delicate  pen  woulJ  partially  de- 
icribe  me.  You  afk  my  confent  to  publifli  it :  to 
what  {heights  doth  this  reduce  me  ?  I  look  back  in- 
deed to  thofe  evenings  I  have  ufefully  and  pleafandy 
fpent,  with  Mr.  Pope,  Mr.  Parncll,  Dean  Swift,  the 
Doctor,  &c.  I  mould  be  glad  the  world  knew  You 
admitted  me  to  your  friendfhip,  and  fmce  your  af- 
fection is  too  hard  for  your  judgment,  I  am  con- 
tented to  let  the  world  know  how  well  Mr.  Pope  can 
write  upon  a  barren  fubject.  I  return  you  an  exact 
copy  of  the  verfes,  that  I  may  keep  the  Original, 
as  a  teftimony  of  the  only  error  you  have  been  guilty 
of.  I  hope  very  fpeedily  to  embrace  you  in  London, 
and  to  affure  you  of  the  particular  efteem  and 
friendihip  wherewith  I  am 

Your,  &c. 

OXFORD. 
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